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He was almost there, the goal close at hand— 
and she had proclaimed herself a virgin. 

What had she pegged him lor? A stupid fool? 
"You think I'm lying to you, don't you?" 
Mazie said. "You don't think I'm a virgin/' 
"Certainly I do, darling/' 

Mazie laughed throatOy, bosom bobbing. "X 
like the feel of your hands—your fingers—and 
Z want to help you. But 1 lust can't do it sweet¬ 
heart." 

An ironical thought struck him. Did her sister 
madams also claim to be virgins? 


Mazie was a charmer. Mazie was a delight. 

But above all, Mazie was a mischievous 
riddle—a tantalizing mystery—a conundrum 
in girl's clulhitig! 
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PART ONE 



i 






ONE 


THE OLD BUS was loaded to the rafters with 
sweating humanity packed stinkingly close. The 
sickening smell of whiskey persisted although the air- 
conditioning whined full blast. 

Mark Redding, dripping with sweat, hung on to a 
strap and felt like heaving, his tongue coated with 
whiskey scum, his belly churning from bad booze. 

One minute cold sweat drenched Mark’s rawboned 
frame; the next, icy chill grabbed him, sending 
shivers through him. 

He had really tied one on last night, back in the 
city. But he had earned that, he told himself. 

“Peeling rocky, mister?” 

The words had come from the little blonde sitting 
at Mark’s left. Mark smiled down at her, 

“They don’t distill whiskey in these hills,” he 
said. “They ferment carbolic acid. You put a copper 
spoon in it and when the spoon dissolves, the booze 
is ready for human consumption.” 

The ancient bus skidded around a comer of the 
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narrow asphalt, pushing Mark against a burly man 
also hanging on to a strap, 

“Watch it, stupid.” 

“Okay, Shorty.” 

“I’m not Shorty, savvy?” 

Mark yearned to plant a handful of knuckles on 
Shorty’s jaw, but this was no place to start a ruckus, 
so he overlooked the man’s surly tone and returned 
his gaze to the tiny blonde. 

She sat with small hands folded in her lap, staring 
wearily ahead, her lovely face flushed with the heat. 

Mark had boarded this ark twenty-three miles 
south, where the railroad ended at the county seat. 
There the little blonde had also boarded the bus, 
along with the construction stiffs and a few other 
women, all young and pretty. 

Mark had singled her out immediately. 

He had licked his lips. 

Although not over five feet, she was all woman. 
Her breasts, filling out her sheer blouse, were up¬ 
right and youthful, promising pure delight And her 
thighs, outlined by the tight blue skirt, were full and 
womanly, just the right size. 

She was a living, breathing, doll. 

Mark glanced at her trim ankles. Blue high heels 
encased small feet, and her trim legs glistened in 
nylon. 

Mark’s eyes traveled hungrily upward to those 
good hips, to her thin waist, to her breasts. He saw 
the outlines of her blue bra through the sheer silk 
blouse—her breastworks were for real. 

Blond hair, glistening and shimmering, hugged 
her head—apparently she had recently dated a 
beauty parlor. Her eyes, Mark noticed, were a deep 
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bluer her chin was firm, her mouth a red rosebud, 
her nose small and pert. 

She was nice. Nice all over. 

Who was she, anyway? 

Probably the wife of one of the army engineers— 
or some other construction big shot—out at High 
Pine Dam, Mark guessed. Two months ago Uncle 
Sam had started work on a huge project to dam 
the High Pine River, here in the north-central part 
of the state. 

Mark looked at the blonde’s hands. 

She wore no wedding ring. Hope speared through 
him. 

He glanced about. 

The driver was a corn-fed old-timer who slammed 
the ancient bus around curves at full throttle, 
jostling his human cargo savagely. 

Mark glanced at himself in the long mirror above 
the windshield, seeing a tall man of twenty-six, a 
trifle too thin and bony, with brown hair and dark 
eyes. 

His powder-blue slacks needed a dry cleaning 
job, A gaudy sport shirt draped his broad shoulders. 
His shirt was open at the throat, exposing a mass of 
chest hair. 

Mark had high cheek bones and skin as brown as 
an old saddle. The Vietnamese sun had been vicious. 
Much more vicious had been the guerilla jungle 
fighting. Months of it—preceded by similar “un¬ 
official” duty in Laos—had left its imprint on Mark, 
both physically and psychologically. 

Because of his height he could see over the heads 
of most of the other men in the bus—construction 
stiffs who were headed for High Pine City, the boom 
town that had sprung up over night in the pine- 
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covered hills where in five or six years the com¬ 
pleted High Pine Dam would stand. 

The stiffs more or less fell into the same pattern- 
unshaven, roughly clad men who followed construc¬ 
tion work around the country. When one big job 
was finished, they moved to another. 

Eight females, including the blonde, had climbed 
aboard the bus, and now Mark glanced at each and 
wondered what led them to High Pine City, a wild 
town and a tough one. 

Two were redheads, one rather beefy, and there 
was another blonde, synthetic, and four brunettes. 
None of the chicks sat together. This seemed odd 
to Mark, knowing how females loved gabbing with 
each other. 

But the women had taken separate seats and now 
each one sat talking with the stiff sitting beside 
her—that is, all but the little blonde. She sat next 
to a square-shouldered, middle-aged guy who had 
tried conversation with her and abandoned it 

Mark’s thoughts galloped ahead. He had called his 
Uncle Zachary from the county seat The old man 
had sworn as only Zachary Redding could swear. 
“About time you hove over the horizon,” 

"The brass had to process me out,” Mark had ex¬ 
plained, grinning. “Then I island-hopped back to the 
U.S, Laos is quite a few miles away, Unc.” 

“Hell, I know geography, but do you know news¬ 
paper work?” 

The years had not changed Uncle Zachary. Mark 
had felt resentment rise, then had remembred the 
old codger was harmless—and his only living rela¬ 
tive. Mark had edited army sheets in America and 
abroad, but why tell his uncle? 

"I know the five W’s, Unc.” 
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“What are they?” 

“Wine, Whiskey, Will She, Won’t She—and Worn- 
Gn* ,> 

Uncle Zachary had groaned. "When will you be in 
High Pine City?" 

“When I get there.” 

Mark had hung up. 

The bus driver navigated another curve on two 
wheels, and this time Shorty swayed against Mark. 

“Turn about,’’ Mark murmured. 

Shorty glared, yellow eyes narrowed. Mark caught 
the stink of unwashed clothes and body. 

“You want it here, Stupid, or after we stop?” 

“Any time you say, Shorty," Mark replied, 

“Count me in." 

Mark waited, wiry muscles tense, but Shorty 
looked away and Mark unbent, staring over the 
blonde’s head beyond the dirty window. 

The bus was roaring down a narrow asphalt strip 
surrounded on each side by steep hills. There was 
dogwood and bright splashes of color against green 
scrub pine and tangled underbrush. Redbud also was 
in spring blossom, gaudy against the greenery. 

The bus rammed past a road crew toiling with 
grader, bulldozers and forklifts, for Uncle Sam was 
widening this road, the main highway in and out of 
the dam area. 

A faded signboard whizzed by, Mark managing 
to read: HIGH PINE CITY, 3 MILES. 

“Not far," he told the blonde. 

She smiled up at him. “That’s nice.” 

“Just a little while." 

The tiny blonde nodded but said nothing, as her 
eyes returned to the road ahead. 

Mark shrugged. 
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Shorty had heard and Shorty leered. Mark’s fists 
tightened, skin white. Mark deliberately laid weight 
on Shorty. 

“Watch it,” Shorty snarled. 

“Pardon.” Mark grinned. What would be the best 
way to handle a squat, muscular gent like Shorty? 
There was only one answer—the way Mark had 
whipped the enemy back in Laos. 

Stay away, jab with the left, cross with the right 
—-but don’t clinch, because Shorty would break him 
in two, if they clinched. 

“Here we go,” a man shouted as the bus roared 
down a steep grade. 

A brunette laughed shrilly. Evidently to her the 
remark had appeared funny, and Mark detected 
booze in her giggle. 

Shacks flashed by now. Regular hillbilly, sag- 
roofed shacks, mostly on stilts, windows broken, 
doors off center.'The number of shacks increased, 
became intermixed with tents and raw frame build¬ 
ings, yellow in the hot summer sun. 

“Here we are,” the driver said. “High Pine City.” 

He slammed on the brakes. Humanity swayed for¬ 
ward, like cattle in a truck, and Shorty pushed 
hard against Mark, who rammed an elbow into the 
man’s gut, making him wince. 

“Hell,” Mark said. “Pardon me again, Shorty.” 

Shorty growled, piggish eyes hot. 

The bus lurched to a halt in front of a new frame 
building. Stiffs started filing out Across the road 
was another long wooden building holding the newly 
painted sign: HIGH PINE SALOON. 

A dump truck roared by, almost clipping a stiff, 
who jumped back and swore at it, fist doubled. 

Shorty moved with the herd, but Mark waited 
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politely for the little blonde to go ahead of him. She 
rewarded him with a flashing smile. 

Mark, loins bothered, admired her pretty back. 
Her hips flowed, met her tiny waist, then flared up¬ 
ward to nice shoulders. Mark breathed deeply, 
wishing. 

He stepped to the ground in the humid heat. 

Two things hit him almost simultaneously. 

The first was a strange female. Mark had a con¬ 
fused glimpse of coal-black hair, a blue chambray 
shirt filled with feminine charms, and voluptuous 
legs in skin-tight levis. 

To his surprise, the legs were immediately 
clamped around his thighs. Sun-tanned young arms 
circled his neck and a pretty face was inches away 
from his own. 

“Mark Redding, you darling.” 

Mark stared. 

Shorty stared. The little blonde stared, too, smil¬ 
ing. 

Mark looked into black, snapping eyes. 

Red lips came forward, kissing him on the mouth 
—they were sweet, moist, girlish lips. Her legs tight¬ 
ened, and Mark strained as he put both arms around 
the pretty stranger. 

He pulled her close, feeling the stab of her breasts 
against his ribs. He kissed her deliberately, deeply, 
and with hungry passion. 

She had a tongue, too, and she used it. It darted 
between his teeth, met his, and both tongues dueled. 
Mark wondered if all strangers to High Pine City 
were welcomed in such a warm manner. 

Now the black-haired female broke away, holding 
him at arm’s length. “Just as your uncle said,” the 
lips murmured. “Tall, handsome—and all man—” 
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“All man, did you say?" 

The words came from Shorty, who laid a hard 
hand on the girl’s shoulder and pulled her from 
Mark. The black-haired doll landed on both feet, sur¬ 
prise etched on her lovely face. 

“What does this stiff want, Mark?” 

"This,” Mark grunted, and hit. 

But Shorty was no slouch. He rode the punch, 
Mark's knuckles merely grazing Shorty’s cheekbone. 
Mark felt a pile-driver slam into his guts. It bent 
him, knocked wind out of him, and he saw the girl’s 
face dimly, a wavering blur. 

“Whip him, Mark.” 

The strange girl danced in a crouch, fists working, 
pounding air. Mark thought, another nut, and he 
moved in, his left out. He had boxed in the army, 
whammed a few enemy guerrillas around, not to 
mention some of Uncle Sam’s ambitious draftees. 
He had had some training, and he called on it now. 

First, you put all your concentration on your 
enemy, shutting off the outside completely. Second, 
you circled to your right to get away from right 
hooks. Third, you used your left. 

Mark did all three. 

Shorty wanted to bore in, love him and, in the 
loving, crush Mark's ribs. Mark’s left kept Shorty 
away. The left was a jabbing, tearing piston, whis¬ 
tling in systematically. 

But despite the left, Shorty clinched. 

Mark rammed his fists into Shorty's gaping mouth, 
getting a thumb in each corner—and then pushed 
back, tearing at the bloody lips. Simultaneously, 
his right knee boomed up, catching Shorty in his 
vitals. 

Shorty gasped, lost his hold and fell, clutching 


14 



MAZIE 


himself. Mark stood, breath rasping, blood streaming 
from his nose. He sleeved the blood away. 

Shorty lay coiled, groaning. Mark looked around. 
The little blonde had stopped, small suitcase in hand. 
She gazed at Mark, eyes alight with admiration. 

The black-haired girl had stopped dancing. She 
started'to approach Mark, with, “Darling how won¬ 
derful,” and then she froze, staring at something or 
somebody behind Mark. 

She screamed, “Mark, tum around—” 

Mark started to pivot, guts cold. He did not com¬ 
plete the circle. 

Something hard smashed across his skull. 
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WATER WHAMMED Mark’s face. 

“Good God, don’t drown me," 

His words came from a distance. Daylight 
squeezed his eyes. He sat staring into a lovely, 
feminine face. 

Dark eyes studied him. White teeth glistened be¬ 
hind red lips. Memory surged back to him. 

This was the strange squirrel who had climbed 
his frame, luscious legs clamped around his middle. 

Who was she, anyway? 

He sat propped against a building. From inside 
the structure came loud voices and a roaring juke 
box. 

“What’s your name?" he said. 

“Lonta.” 

“What a name,” Mark said. “Never heard it be¬ 
fore.” His eyes were focusing now. 

A bucket of water stood beside Lonta. Beyond the 
bucket was the blonde, and Mark noticed the hem 
of her skirt was wet 


16 



MAZIE 

"You’re the water-boy, huh?” he said to the 
blonde. 

"I was. I resign as of this moment You’re the 
biggest nut I’ve ever met.” 

She stalked into the building. Mark realized he was 
sitting in front of the High Pine Saloon. 

He shook his throbbing head, brain rattling. He 
gingerly felt the lump on his cranium. The skin had 
not been broken. 

"Bottle?” he asked. 

Lonta nodded. 

“Who?” he said. 

"I don’t know his name. A tall gink. Evidently 
he was buddy to the man you whipped, Mark,” 

"Where is he now?” 

“In the High Pine,” she said. 

Mark nodded. He got to his feet, leaning against 
the wall. The din from inside the saloon was mag¬ 
nificent. It tore at his aching eardrums. 

“He came in from behind me, huh?” 

"Yes.” 

"Who are you?” 

“Lonta James. I’m your Uncle Zachary’s Girl 
Friday." 

Mark studied Lonta with new interest. Uncle 
Zachary was a newspaper boomer, drifting from 
boom town to boom town, starting weekly news¬ 
papers and pounding them until the boom died—and 
Uncle Zachary had made himself some money. Good 
money. 

And always, in each town, he had a Girl Friday. 
Usually the girl did more than printer’s-devil for 
Uncle Zachary—she also shared his board and bed. 

He had not seen Uncle Zachary for four years, 
having visited the old goat right before he, Mark, 
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had signed up with Unde Sam. Unde Zachary was, 
to the best of Mark's knowledge, his closest living 
relative, a brother to Mark’s dead father. 

Mark had seen Unde Zachary last in Montana 
where the oldster had run a sheet at Hungry Horse 
Dam. Uncle Zachary then had had another Girl 
Friday. That one had been about thirty-five. Mark 
judged Lonta James to be in her early twenties. 

This chick was a luscious package indeed, he 
thought, as envy of his Unde Zachary struck him. 

“You welcome all Unde Zachary’s kin the way 
you welcomed me?” Mark demanded. 

"No, I saved it just for you, Mark. Unde Zachary 
has mentioned you so many times.” 

“Always in a derogatory sense, I’m sure,” Mark 
joked. “Well, I need a drink, woman. Hoist one with 
me?” 

“Let’s not go into the High Pine.” 

Mark shrugged. “It’s right here." 

“You’ll get in another fight.” 

“Maybe.” 

Mark started for the saloon door. Lonta grabbed 
his arm. He slapped her grip away and entered, the 
black-haired girl trailing behind. 

The saloon was jumping. Tobacco smoke lay heavy. 
The long bar was jammed, as were the tables placed 
along the walls. Females were draped over men. 
Mark saw acres of practically bare breast, plenty of 
pretty thigh. 

He had been in dives like this before. The High 
Pine was obviously more than a saloon. He saw a 
closed door at the far end of the long room. Beyond 
that door were the cribs, he knew. 

A construction monkey uncoiled a female from his 
lap and they started toward that door, the ape’s arm 
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around a slender waist. The simian opened the door 
and before he and the female disappeared, Mark 
glimpsed a long hall and a row of doors. 

Some operator was raking in the shekels here, 
Mark thought—and a heap of them. 

Mark saw Shorty standing at the bar, drinking. 
Beside Shorty stood a taller man. 

“That the bushwhacker?" Mark asked quietly. 

Lonta nodded, face pale. 

Mark moved toward Shorty and his companion. 
Shorty glanced up, saw Mark coming in the dirty 
mirror behind the bar. Shorty’s right eye was closed, 
his lips puffed. He jabbed an elbow into his partner’s 
ribs. 

The man turned. He was a heavy-muscled man, 
and Mark remembered seeing the oaf on the sardine- 
packed bus. He had sat next to a large blonde. 

“What rides you?” the man growled. 

Mark said, “This,” and brought his right up from 
the floor. His knuckles smashed the man’s jaw, 
slacking his big knees. The man flung up an arm 
but Mark’s fist crashed through, dumping his op¬ 
ponent on the brass footrail. He sat there a moment, 
then fell on his side, eyes glazed, stunned, but not 
out. 

Mark turned to Shorty, whose huge mouth was 
open in surprise, showing yellow teeth. He stared 
down at his companion, then lifted savage eyes to 
Mark. 

Mark patted his skinned fist. “I don’t need a 
bottle,’’ he said. "How about you, short stuff?” 

Shorty started forward, fists up, then suddenly 
froze, a stunned look seeping over his battered face. 

A set of round tubes had suddenly bored into 
Shorty’s back. And behind the sawed-off, double- 
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barreled twelve gauge was the bartender’s red, 
bloated mug. 

“Not in here, brother,” the barkeep intoned. 

Mark said, "Outside, Shorty?” 

Anger raced across Shorty’s yellow eyes. The little 
man took a step forward, then stopped, glaring at 
Mark. 

“Some other time,” Shorty mumbled. 

Mark said, “Get your pal out of here, Shorty, you 
block the bar. The lady and I want a drink.” 

“I'll cut you down,” Shorty swore. 

A skinny swamper came, and he and Shorty 
dragged the tall guy to the other end of the bar. The 
barkeeper laid his shotgun on the backbar, 

“Order and get out,” he snapped. 

Mark studied him. “Out for good?” 

“No, only until this trouble quiets down.” 

Mark looked at Lonta. "What will it be?” 

“Whiskey, straight Water chaser.” 

“Same for me,” Mark said. 

The bartender went to work. Mark glanced around. 
The little blonde had entered this joint, but she was 
nowhere in evidence now. A thought hit him—was 
she one of the girls? 

For some reason he did not like that idea. 

“Where’s the blonde?” he asked the bartender. 

The man jabbed a thumb toward a table. Mark 
looked, but this was the big blonde, not the little 
one. The big blonde was draped over a hillbilly, sit¬ 
ting on his lap and kissing him soundly and thor¬ 
oughly. She was at work. 

“Not that one,” Mark said. “The little one.” 

The bartender said nothing, merely shook his head. 
He moved down the long bar, bottle in hand. 

Mark glanced at Shorty and Tall Guy in the mirror. 
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Tall Guy drank from a beer bottle and Shorty toyed 
with a jigger of booze. Mark’s eyes met Shorty’s in 
the mirror. 

They studied each other coldly for a long moment, 
then Shorty looked away—and Mark grinned. 

“You mean that little blonde who carried the 
water?" Lonta asked. 

Mark nodded. 

“One of the girls here, I suppose,” she said. Had 
all the earmarks, even to the red carnation on her 
blouse. Probably back in one of the cribs already 
with a customer.” 

The door leading to the cribs opened, A gangling 
youth and a chunky brunette ambled out, arm in 
arm. The kid’s sallow face wore a satisfied grin. The 
plump brunette immediately began looking around 
for another client. 

“You fall for Blondie?” Lonta asked. 

“You talk too much." 

Lonta tossed down her whiskey, sipped a little 
water. Mark poured his booze down his gullet, feeling 
liquid fire scorch his throat. He made a wry face. 

“Hotter even than guanmoto,” he said. 

“What’s that stuff?" 

“Laos booze. Distilled from rotten rice, dead water 
buffalos and man-eating tigers. Want seconds, dar¬ 
ling?" 

“Not in this joint. I can see that Shorty and his 
partner are getting ideas again. And I have work to 
do." 

“Like what?" 

“Getting out a newspaper.” 

“Uncle Zachary can do that. How is the old buck?” 

“He’s in bed.” ' 

Mark grinned. “And not by himself, I’d say. He 
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usually has one Girl Friday, I’ve noticed, but here 
he apparently has two.” 

Lonta doubled her fists. “Don’t make any insinua¬ 
tions, bucko,” she said harshly. “Uncle Zachary 
doesn’t bed down with this Girl Friday." 

“Good." 

“Why say that?” 

Mark looked down at Lonta and smiled. He liked 
what he saw. A cute, tanned face and, below the face, 
burgeoning breasts, big and firm-looking in the 
chambray shirt. A thin waist, and then fiaring hips 
jammed into the tub-faded, tight levis. 

“Might mean a chance for me,” Mark said. 

Lonta’s face hardened. He realized that he had 
pushed his luck too far. For a moment he thought 
she would bounce a fist off his jaw, but then her 
clenched hands relaxed, and she smiled grimly, 

“Try it,” she invited, 

Doubt surged through Mark. This girl had climbed 
his frame, wrapped both legs around his hips... and 
now she was turning virgin on him. He decided to 
switch the conversation back to Uncle Zachary. 

“Why is Unc in bed, then?" Mark said. 

"Gout.” 

Mark laughed. “The old booze hound. I knew the 
rotgut would get him eventually." 

“Zachary Redding has been in this burg four 
months, and he hasn’t taken a drink yet,” 

“No wonder he’s got the gout Where is the old 
stiff?” 

“Over at Tina’s.” 

“Who’s Tina?" 

“She’s a madam. She runs a house down the 
street.” 

Good God, Mark thought My old uncle bedded 
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down in a house of ill fame. “Let’s ankle down and 
visit the old stiff, huh? How far is it?” 

“Two blocks north." 

“Wait a minute,” he said. 

Mark’s eyes were riveted on the mirror behind the 
bar. Shorty and Tall Guy was starting toward him. 
Coldness gripped Mark, and he hurriedly wondered 
how he could handle both of them. 

A hard hand hit his shoulder. 

Mark turned, fists doubled. 

A lanky, middle-aged man had swung in behind 
him. He owned a long, sad face sporting a gray 
stubble. He wore baggy pants, a gray shirt, and his 
open vest sported a star. 

“What goes on here, fella?" he said. 

Again Mark glanced into the mirror, noticed that 
Shorty and Tall Guy had stopped, were watching him 
and the lawman. 

“I'm Marshal Chad Williams,” the thin lips in¬ 
toned, “Who are you?” 

“Mark Redding.” 

“Any kin to old Zachary?” 

“He’s my uncle.” 

“What's your business here in town?” 

“You ask a lot of questions.” 

“And I expect answers, pal. You climb off the bus, 
right away you get into a fight, disturb the peace.” 

“He was only protecting himself,” Lonta cut in. 
“Every man’s got that right, marshal.” 

“You keep out of this, girl." 

Lonta’s face showed anger. 

Mark said, "I wasn’t looking for trouble, marshal. 
It started on the bus.” Briefly he outlined what had 
happened. 

Cold gray eyes bored into Mark’s, then the lawman 
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nodded. "Just walk light," he advised. "Where are 
the two gents you tangled with?" 

The bartender spoke up. "Down the bar, marshal. 
Those two guys." 

Williams nodded again. Without another word, 
he marched down toward Shorty and Tall Guy. 
Mark watched, shrugged. 

“Let’s move,” Lonta grabbed his arm. 

"Suits me.” 
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OUTSIDE, THE SUN hammered hotly, ricocheting 
from the parched dust, reflecting from the raw 
buildings. 

“I take it the marshal doesn’t like Uncle Zachery, 
Mark said. 

“Marshal Williams is a Hawkins man.” 

“Hawkins man?” 

“Lin Hawkins runs this burg. He owns that joint 
we were in, a couple of stores and all the other 
cribs in town—except Tina’s,” 

“And he’s got a newspaper, too?” 

Lonta glanced at him, pretty brow furrowed. 
“You’re up,” she said, “and you’re right, Mark.” 

A dump truck slammed by, raising a cloud of dust. 
Mark held his hands over his eyes. He lowered 
his hands. Another truck rocked past, and another 
storm of dust hit them. 

“You get used to it after a while," Lonta said. 

“A man can get used to hell, I guess.” 

Tina’s was a freshly painted two-story house set 
off the sidewalk, a U-drive in front, another parking 
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lot behind. The parking spaces were packed with 
cars. 

“This house belonged to a farmer,” Lonta ex¬ 
plained. “When this town sprang up, this was the 
first and only building.” 

They crossed the wide porch. 

“What do you do for my uncle?” Mark asked. 

“Report. Solicit and collect for ads. Help around 
the pressroom.” 

“What are the five W’s?” 

"Who. Why. When. Where. What, And sometimes 
How. Where did you learn them?” 

“Journalism school.” 

“That’s right. Uncle Zach said you had a college 
degree. Some midwest college.” 

“Right” 

Lonta’s finger hit the bell. The door opened im¬ 
mediately. Mark tried not to stare. For the female 
who had opened it was a gorgeous redhead, and she 
wore only a string bra and bikini. Her huge breasts, 
swollen and upright, spilled over the bra so that 
only the nipples were covered. Her curvaceous hips, 
surging forward, demanded male attention. 

Red lips parted. “Come in, Lonta.” 

“Muriel, this is Mark Redding. Uncle Zach’s neph¬ 
ew.” 

Muriel extended a soft hand. “So nice to meet you, 
Mark,” she purred. 

Mark found his voice. “Pleasure is all mine.” 

They were in a big parlor, Mark sinking in the 
carpeting. High-backed, ornate chairs were scattered 
around, and a huge hand-carved table sat in the 
middle of the room. 

But Mark was not interested in the furniture. 

His eyes feasted on the numerous females talking 
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and drinking with potential male customers. 

Muriel, each girl wore only a string bra and bikim. 
Mark’s blood raced. He was surrounded by acres of 

lovely women, a man’s dream. 

A bar ran along the tar wall. Lovely females 
looking completely naked in their '“mpy costtanes, 
were perched on stools. Behind the bar 
female bartender, a small blonde. She too wore only 

a bra and bikini. .. . „ 

Lonta slid on to a stool, patting the one beside her, 
and Mark occupied it, his eyes fastened on blonde 
Because of the dim light he thought at first she 
was the little one he had met on the bus, but closer 
scrutiny showed he was wrong* 

“You’re staring,” Lonta murmured. 

“And I intend to keep on staring,” Mark said. 

He had seen well-stacked females before, but never 
one constructed so adequately as this petite blonde. 
She had an enormous bosom for her small stature 
breasts that fought a silent struggle with the con¬ 
straining bra, seeking their freedom. 

Her waist was so tiny Mark knew he could span 
it with both hands. And below her waist flared her 
curving hips, womanly and convincing. 

Sweat pasted Mark’s shirt to his back. 

He sighed lustfully. „ 

Lonta heard his sigh. “You should see me, she 


Mark looked at her breasts. "I see you,’’ he said. 
“Silly, I mean really see me.” 

“Any time,” Mark murmured, “Any time.” 
Lonta’s red lips tightened. “Just like all men. Only 
one thing on your brain.” She spoke to the little 
blonde. “Darleene, drinks down here, please. This is 
Mark Redding.” 
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Darleene looked at Mark. She had round, baby- 
blue eyes. Mark’s blood zoomed, his heart pole- 
vaulted. 

“So nice,” Darleene murmured. “What is it, folks?” 

“Whiskey,” Lonta said. “Single for me, double for 
the ape.” 

Darleene moved away, Mark’s eyes stapled on her 
jiggling curves. “Think you’ll ever get your voice 
back?” Lonta asked Mark. 

“Maybe.” 

Mark dropped a hand to Lonta’s thigh. Lonta 
moved away. Mark looked at her. “1 don’t savvy you, 
woman. You climbed all over me on the street—and 
now I can’t even lay a hand on you.” 

“I made a mistake, Mark. I let my passion over¬ 
rule my logic. Why, I don’t know.” * 

“My charming personality. But what if you had 
jumped the wrong guy?” 

“Oh, I knew you were Mark Redding. You look 
so much like your Uncle Zach.” 

Mark winced. Uncle Zach was as homely as a 
stinking billygoat Mark killed his drink, got to his 
feet, laying a five on the bar. 

Darleene bobbed over, took the bill, gave him his 
change. Mark stuffed it in his pocket Two drinks 
made a five look sick in this joint. 

“Now lead me to Uncle Zach,” Mark said. 


Uncle Zach sat up in bed, stark naked, and roared, 
“My God, my nephew. So you finally got here, you 
no-good. His sharp eyes stabbed Mark’s swollen 
face. “Fighting already, huh? True Redding, this 
boy.” The last sentence was addressed to a young 
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woman standing teslde bl g 1 ^ C ?^ th : f s a here , s Tina.” 
way,” the old man rumbled, this here s 

Tina was a beauty. here aroun d thirty. 

Mark judged her to be so po nytail. Green 

Golden hair glistened, le w hite teeth glistened. 

eyes glinted, to her 

X 

r ^ce^ouTuld come, Mar, 

Your uncle needs you. t , 

il l don't need him/ Maik 3° _ ; yach always 

his calling-he 

Sh °Such ?^a e ge,’ f he Sowed, ‘^frmimy only 
UviS tS Boy, who did you tangle with? 

Unc£ Z 0 al^owled y ‘‘Now why would two drifters 
want to slug it out with a stranger? bus „ 

“Trouble between me and Shorty 

M Un<S‘zach shook his head beard ^btog^More 
than that, " 

mShThave'deUbarately picked trouble with you 
bK M a “k y fro™e7“How would this Hawkins guy 

k TrL7n ittmta 8 ias°t wS's Tper. Mark Bedding 
famou“ ewspaperman, released from army, commg 

t0 M™k th g e roa!fed siTently 6 'Things were tailing into 
place 1 Shorty had had no valid reason tor jumping 
hto A Jostling in a packed bus was to be expected. 
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”rJ 1 1 7’ TOm 7 g , n from behind with-a bottle- 
( i d , hke t ° i meet thls Hawkins," Mark said 

Th! t0US ? and mean " Uncle Zach said. 

The intercom crackled at the head of the old man's 

Slow saM^in/T 6 ' r id f" tIy fr0m saI °™ 

oeiow, said, Tina, Lin Hawkins just came in and 

h6 “ U 77 Zach ‘ ShaU 1 let him come up?” 

na glanced at Zach, who nodded. “Speak of the 
devil and he’ll soon appear," he said. 

Send him up, Muriel/’ Tina purred. 


Lin Hawkins was about forty—a black-haired 
handsome man wearing a summer-weight gray suit 
and gray tie. Mark first pegged him as a 2m™ 
hi7 • 0 ! m gam bler and dope dealer, but changed 
face a Cl ° Ser Study of Hawkins ' handsome 

ouf ?r C L e «7 0 M W ^ S 7 arred ‘ Another smaU scar ran 
“zlch’ uJ ? Hawkins ’ thin-lipped mouth, 
you?" extended his hand. “How are 

Zach Redding did not take the hand “You csme 
up here to scout my nephew, Hawkins Look him 

S rcal RKki1 ^ 

S’ he s already whipped two of your thugs " 
k . W ,‘, Shed the M man wuld keep his blgf/p 
closemouthed ^ “ neVer been famed ^ 
Hawkins shook hands with Mark. “I don’t 
your uncle," he said. “I know you got in a toht wfh 

mean 11 ?!, 6 ° f construction bums, but tha7 doesn’t 
mean they re m my hire, Mark.” 

“Okay, Lin.” 

Hawkins had a quick, hard grip. Mark realized 
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the man was tough and, besides, he was charming— 
from a woman’s point of view, or so Mark would 
guess, for Hawkins moved with pantherlike swift¬ 
ness and exuded an animal magnetism. 

Hawkins said, “Glad to see you’re getting better, 
Zach.” He spoke next to Mark. “Could I talk to you 
alone, Mark? Out in the hall, maybe?” 

Mark nodded. 

“What's going on?” Uncle Zach screeched. 

Mark paid his uncle no heed and closed the door 
behind them. 

Hawkins went straight to the point. “Mark, I didn't 
turn those two bastards on you. I want no trouble 
with you.” 

“What’s between you and my uncle?” 

Hawkins hesitated momentarily, then said, “I came 
here a year ago when this work started. I got in on 
the ground floor, buying property cheap. I own the 
High Pine Saloon, a few houses—other property, in¬ 
cluding a newspaper, the County Call, but that isn’t 
ready to roll yet.” 

Mark nodded. 

“Then your uncle boomed in and slapped out the 
High Pine Weekly,” Hawkins continued. “I tried to 
buy him out. He’s trying to work the old squeeze 
play on me.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Start a new sheet, get it running—then sell out 
at a nice profit. I had already bought out two news¬ 
papers before your uncle came—” 

“And Unc won’t sell.” 

“He won’t.” 

“And he’s cutting in on your future circulation? 
Hitting you where it hurts, in the wallet?” 

“You talk sense, Mark. I like you, straight to the 
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point. Yes, he’s cutting into my potential ad income, 
but not severely. It's that damned clean-up campaign 
he’s carrying on.” 

"What campaign?” 

“Clean up High Pine City, Shut down all the 
houses, run out the girls. Incorporate the burg. Get 
himself elected mayor.” 

Mark smiled. 

“What’s so funny?” Hawkins said. 

“Two people. You and Uncle Zachary.” 

“I don’t follow you.” 

“Uncle Zachary’s editorial policy runs like this— 
clean-up campaign to boost circulation, increase ad 
space and up ad rates. 

“He's tried this before?” 

“And achieved nothing.” 

Hawkins shifted his cigar, nodded slowly. 

“All right, Mark, let that ride. Let’s look at this 
situation from another angle?” 

“Suits me.” 

“I understand you’re going to edit your uncles’s 
rag. What will be your editorial policy?" 

Mark paused momentarily. “I don't own the Week¬ 
ly. My unde is the boss. I have to follow his orders." 
Hawkins nodded, said nothing, and Mark continued. 
“If Unc orders me to continue this stupid campaign, 
I have to go on with it,” 

“And if he doesn’t?” 

Mark shrugged. “It’s dead, Hawkins.” 

Hawkins waved his cigar. “Your uncle’s laid up. 
He might be out of circulation for some time. You 
can use whatever editorial policy you want.” 

Mark wondered about that, nodded, said nothing. 

Hawkins restored the cigar to his mouth. “How 
much?” he asked softly. 
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“You trying to bribe me?” 

Hawkins hesitated, dark eyes somber, peering. 

Mark thought, what’s behind aU this? More than 
an editorial policy was at stake, he knew. Uncle 
Zachary could never hope to clean up this burg. 
Uncle Zachary was using a clean-up campaign for 
only one purpose—increase circulation. 

"We could work out a deal,” Hawkins murmured. 

Anger flushed Mark, making his words bitter. 
“You got your leg raised to the wrong tree, Haw¬ 
kins.” 

Anger flared in Hawkins’ dark eyes. He grabbed 
Mark’s wrist, fingers digging. Mark judo-chopped 
Hawkins hard across the forearm, tearing the fingers 
loose. 

Hawkins’ handsome face reddened. His thick lips 
twisted, nostrils widening. He rubbed his wrist. Mark 
had hit hard, almost breaking the wrist. He could 
break a board with his judo chop. 

“Then we're enemies?” Hawkins gritted. 

Mark shrugged. The man had a gun in a shoulder 
holster, Mark had noticed, for he had seen the edge 
of the leather scabbard when Hawkins’ coat had 
jerked open, 

“You’re pushing," Mark reminded. 

Their eyes locked, and Mark saw sardonic amuse¬ 
ment flit across Hawkins’ dark face. Without another 
word, Hawkins wheeled his muscular, bulk and 
walked out of sight downstairs. 

Mark pushed back into Uncle Zachary’s room. 

“What was that smack I heard out in the hall?” 
his uncle asked. 

“Hawkins and 1 were patting each other on the 
back.” 
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Tina switched her glistening ponytail, heavy breast 
bobbing. “Somebody hit somebody,” she accused. 

Lonta looked into the hall. “No corpse." She shut 
the door, turned dark eyes on Mark. “What hap¬ 
pened?” 

Mark glared at Tina, then at Lonta. He swung 
an angry gaze back to his uncle, propped up in bed. 
Mark jerked the sheet from his uncle. Unde Zachary 
was naked except for his bandages, 

“Put that sheet back, nephew!” the old man 
roared. “Exposing my nakedness to the world” 

Mark did not restore the sheet. Uncle Zachary sat 
up, pulled up the sheet, then settled back on his 
piled-up pillows, pain grooving his lips, 

“Now see what you made me do? Hurt my foot, 
I did.” 

Mark said shortly, “Get these heifers out of here. 
I want to talk to you alone, savvy?” 

“I'm not running out my girl friend.” 

Mark grinned. “There are two women here, you 
old billygoat. Which one is the current bed flame?” 
He looked at Lonta, “You, baby?” 

Lonta came at him, fingernails flashing. 

Mark caught her wrists, imprisoning them. He 
pushed her over the bed, where she rocked over 
Uncle Zachary’s bum leg, and the old man howled 
again. Lonta then landed on her rump on the bed’s 
opposite side. 

Tina helped Lonta to her feet. Mark got a good 
look into Tina’s gaping dress. He liked what he 
saw-big, round, protruding, girlishly firm. 

Surely this delectable redhead was not in love with 
ugly, grizzled old Uncle Zachary? 

“I’m going to kill you,” Lonta said savagely. 

“Do it in bed,” Mark said. He shook Uncle Zachary 
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roughly. “Quit whining, you old ink-slammer. You're 
putting on an act, nothing more. You can’t clean up 
this town. You can’t run out the prosties, the gam¬ 
blers and the booze. You’re just pulling another 
fast one, and you’re egging me into walking into 
roughhouse hell.” 

Uncle Zachary stopped moaning. His faded yellow 
eyes swept over Mark’s rugged face. 

“My own flesh and blood,” he moaned. “My only 
nephew--” 

“Lay off that, too.” 

“You—deserting me?” 

Mark hesitated momentarily and in that moment 
lost the battle. 

Uncle Zachary said quickly, “I’m not suffering 
from gout, Nephew. Somebody shot me in the hoof.” 

Mark stared. 
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ZACHARY REDDING’S newspaper establishment 
consisted of a small frame building on High Pine 
City’s main drag. Mark could tell it had recently 
been built because resin oozed out of the unpainted 
yellow pine. 

Mark entered the office, which was divided by a 
long counter with swinging gates at each end. Be¬ 
hind the counter were two old desks, one loaded with 
paperwork, the other bare. 

“The bare one is mine,” Lonta said. 

Mark nodded. He knew Uncle Zachary’s untidy 
habits. “I’m completely flipped,” he moaned. 

“Why say that?” 

“I should get a job with Uncle Sam. Shovel and 
pick on the dam site. Not hang around with this 
rag, get my skull caved in." 

“You a coward?" 

“I certainly am.” 

“You sound proud of it” 

“I am." 

From the back room came the pounding of a rubber 
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mallet. A whining saw cut metal. A press thumped. 

“Uncle Zachary build this shack?*’ Mark asked. 

“He did.” 

“No rent to pay?” 

“Wrong. Mortgage company. Sixty a month.” 

“This building isn't worth sixty bucks." 

Zachary Redding always made good money. And 
that money always went for booze and dames. When 
Uncle Zach left a boom town he deserted every¬ 
thing—press, building. Usually he left a bunch of un¬ 
paid bills behind, too. 

But the old man was shrewd. He always packed 
a stake big enough to start another newspaper. 

And he would also leave behind his current girl 
friend, but never a forwarding address ... 

“How many hands in the back?” Mark asked. 

“Three.” 

“Let me see one of your rags.” 

“We print a newspaper, not a rag,” Lonta said 
stiffly. “Here’s one.” 

Mark studied the sheet 

Typical Uncle Zachary tabloid. Five columns, big 
banner line, uncounted free heads. Mark turned the 
first page. Second, solid ad. Third, the same. Good 
ad inchage in the sheet, which meant profit if ad 
space sold at a high enough price, Mazie’s red-light 
house had a whole page. Beer, wine, whiskey, girl 
entertainers. Mazie got that ad free, Mark surmised. 

“Where are the books?” he said. 

“Zachary never keeps books. He puts the money 
in his pocket and pays bills out of that.” 

Mark looked down at Lonta's burgeoning shirt, 
at her flat stomach, then at her feminine hips. 

“How do you and Uncle Zachary get along?” 

Anger flushed her face. “Lay off such thoughts, 
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Mark Redding. I work here—and at the desk only.” 

“Don’t pop a cork. It was only a question.” Mark 
grabbed her unexpectedly. He kissed her long, solidly, 
damply. She wriggled to get free, protruding breasts 
pushing, hips writhing. 

Mark released her, wondering. She had leaped on 
him, kissed him soundly; now, she would not even 
return his kiss. What bugged this dame? 

Lonta swung. Mark caught her wrist. Lonta’s face 
was savage, ripped by hard lines. Mark, just to show 
his strength, bent her backward, driving her to her 
knees as pain ripped her slitted eyes. At that point 
a feminine voice asked, “May I place an ad, please?” 

Mark stiffened. For one moment he and Lonta 
were a tableau, Lonta on her knees, Mark imprison¬ 
ing her arm. Neither had heard the female enter. 

Mark released Lonta, and turned—then stared. 

His eyes bugged. 

He gawked at the little blonde he had met on the 
bus. 

She wore a pink blouse that set off her glistening 
blond hair. Her blue skirt loved her tiny waist, 
caressed her flaring hips. She looked sweet, girlish, 
lovable. 

Mark was unaware that Lonta had climbed to her 
feet and now sat behind her desk, glaring at him, 
rubbing her wrist. 

“Something I can do for you?” Mark asked. 

“Yes, I came to pay for next week's ad.” 

Mark frowned. 

“Ad for the High Pine Saloon,” the blonde said 
quietly. 

“Oh,” Mark said. 

He dug out last week's paper, found the ad—an¬ 
other full page. The blonde leaned over the counter 
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and Mark had a whiff of delicate perfume that fitted 
this lovely little creature perfectly. Her hip brushed 
against his lightly. Mark liked that. He wondered it 
it-were accidental. 

“Leave the ad just the same,” the blonde said, “but 
change this bottom line to read, ‘Mazie Lewis, 
Hostess.’ ” 

Mark knew that the word hostess was a polite 
way of saying madam. 

“Who’s Mazie Lewis?” he asked. 

“I am.” 

Amazement smashed Mark. This walking bit of 
heaven was a whorehouse madam, bossing Hawkins’ 
string of trollops—and she looked innocent enough 
to pass as a high-school chick. 

He corrected the ad as requested. So, he thought, 
Lin Hawkins owned the saloon. Lin Hawkins was an 
enemy of the High Pine Weekly. Lin Hawkins paid 
this little beauty wages. That put Mazie Lewis on 
one side of the fence and Mark on the other.... 
Mark did not like that situation one bit. 

“How much is the ad?” Mazie asked. 

Mark looked at Lonta. 

Lonta said, “Two hundred bucks.” 

The blonde dug into her purse and Mark saw that 
this babe was loaded with more than feminine 
curves. 

Mazie laid the money on the desk. Lonta scribbled 
a receipt, handed it to her, reached for the money— 
but Mark’s hand had already come down, snagging 
the loot. 

“I’m the bookkeeper," Lonta angrily pointed out 

Mark corrected her. “Uncle Zachary doesn’t keep 
books, remember?" 

He pocketed the money. Mazie smiled sweetly. 
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“You two are always fighting, it seems.” Her blue 
eyes touched Mark. “I hope you patronize the 
High Pine Saloon, Mr. Redding.” 

Sourness churned Mark’s belly. He had expected 
to make a play for this beauty, but not now. He 
had a sudden mental picture—Mazie and a dirty 
construction stiff walking, arms around each other, 
back into the cribs, and the stiff unzippering this 
lovely, Mazie giggling and squirming under his 
lecherous fingers. 

The scene sickened Mark. 

Try as he might, he could not rationalize prosti¬ 
tution, either in the U.S. or abroad—and he had seen 
plenty of it. 

He put an arm around Mazie’s tiny waist. The 
blonde removed his arm, smilingly. 

Mark scowled. This did not add up. Prosties liked 
to be pawed. Physical contact led to lust 

Mark tried again. 

Again, Ma 2 ie removed his arm. 

Just then a hard hand whammed down on Mark's 
shoulder. “This punk bothering you, Mazie?" 

Mark spun, hitting automatically. In jungle war¬ 
fare you turned fast, lifted, fired. 

His fist smashed into a hard jaw. Tall Guy, the 
owner of the jaw, went reeling backward, arms 
flailing. He crashed through the big front window 
and landed outside, sitting down on the sidewalk, 
surrounded by shards of broken glass. 

“What the hell?" Lonta commented. 

Mazie’s face showed anger. “You had no call to do 
that, Mark Redding, That man works for Lin Haw¬ 
kins.” 

“Tell me something new," Mark snarled. 

He went outside, the women following. Tall Guy 
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sat on his broad butt on the gravel walk. His eyes 
were dazed. He worked his mouth as though to test 
whether or not his jaw was broken. Blood trickled 
down his chin. 

Citizens rushed up, gawking. They were for the 
most part construction stiffs either off shift at the 
moment or in town looking for work. 

Tall Guy lurched to his feet, spat blood, eyes 
clearing. 

“That pays for your hitting me with that bottle,” 
Mark said. 

Tall Guy now had his equilibrium. He came for¬ 
ward, eyes narrowed, fists ahead of him. 

Mark dropped into a crouch. 

Mazie forced her small body between them. “Here,” 
she ordered Tall Guy. “Stop this—and right now.” 

“That’s what I say, Mazie.” This was the voice of 
Lin Hawkins, who had just pushed through the 
crowd. Marshal Chad Williams was on his heels. 
Shorty trotted behind the lawman. They stopped, 
Shorty eyeing Mark carefully. 

“You're next, Shorty,” Mark said dryly. 

Shorty started forward, eyes evil. Lin Hawkins 
slammed a big arm against Shorty, stopping him. 
Hawkins shook his dark head slowly. 

Marshal Chad Williams moved into the breach 
with, “What happened?” 

Lonta said hotly, “This ape came into the office, 
laid a hand on Mr, Redding. He started the trouble.” 
She glared at Mazie Lewis as if daring her to con¬ 
tradict. Mazie smiled gently, eyes on Mark with a 
new light, one of admiration. 

Hawkins spoke to Tall Guy and Shorty. “You two 
get back to the High Pine, and on the double.” He 
waved his cigar. "This will be the last ad my saloon 
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runs in your lousy sheet, Redding, Next week my 
own newspaper will be on the streets.” 

“Blessed be competition,” Mark intoned. 

Marshal Williams asked, “You want me to slap 
bracelets on this guy, Lin?” 

“Act your age,” Hawkins snarled. “Get back to 
your office and go back to sleep.” He spoke to Mazie. 
“Come on, sweetheart” 

The little blonde linked arms with Hawkins. They 
left, followed by Tall Guy and Shorty, Marshal 
Williams trailing. 

The crowd dispersed. 

Mark and Lonta stood alone, Mark looking at 
his skinned knuckles. He added up points. 

Tall Guy, Shorty—they worked for Lin Hawkins. 
And Marshal Williams, he was probably under Haw¬ 
kins’ big thumb and on his payroll. 

And Mazie Lewis, she was Hawkins’ madam. 

Did she also share her bed with the big tough 
boy? 

Mark’s belly soured. 

“You've got a bad scrape there," Lonta said, nod¬ 
ding at his hand. 

“Nothing much.” 

“I’ve got some iodine in my desk." 

They went back inside, Mark gazing at the shat¬ 
tered window. Hawkins should, by all rights, pay for 
that window. Lonta dug in a drawer—and then 
the iodine hit Mark. 

Mark danced, holding his hand, tears streaming. 

“Damn it, woman—you use the whole bottle?” 

Lonta smiled. 

Suddenly, she jumped on him, in the manner she 
had used when he had dismounted from the bus. She 
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wrapped both lovely legs around his hips. Her soft 
arms went around his neck. 

She kissed him solidly, damply. 

Her breasts dug into him. 

He cupped her hips, pulling her close, his hands 
playing. Suddenly she broke away, landing on her 
feet, eyes blazing. 

“There was no call for that,” she stormed. 

Mark asked dazedly, “For what?” 

“For your hands-down where they were. A kiss 
is just a kiss, and a man's hands should respect a 
woman.” 

She whirled and stalked into the back room. 
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FIVE 


THE HIGH PINE SALOON was jumping. Con¬ 
struction stiffs boozed, roared, and wenched. When 
Mark entered, all eyes swung to him, some holding 
some surprise that he would openly stride into the 
enemy’s stronghold, and others glaring with hatred. 

Mazie Lewis sat behind a desk beside the door 
leading to the cribs, a cash register in front of her. 

“Where’s Hawkins’ office?” Mark asked. 

Blue eyes studied him. “Have you gone nuts?" 

Mark grinned. “I could get crazier—around you. 
Answer my Question, will you?” 

“That.door over there.” Mazie pointed. 

A stiff lurched up, arms around a brunette, and 
Mark watched the transaction. “Five bucks for the 
bed,” Mazie said. “And only twenty minutes, re¬ 
member?” 

The construction worker threw down a five as 
though he owned all the money in the state. “How 
much for the girl?” 

The brunette said, “Ten bucks, darling. You can 
pay me in the room." 
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The man grinned. “I got a memory.” 

Mazie hit the register and the five-dollar sign 
popped up. Mark did a little silent arithmetic. There 
were three twenty-minute periods in an hour. Three 
times five meant fifteen an hour just for the bunk, 
and Hawkins probably had at least twenty-five bunks 
back there. 

Hawkins was minting money. 

“Anything else?” Mazie raised lovely eyebrows. 

“Yeah, how much for you—I’ll offer a hundred.” 

Mark figured she would not get angry. This was 
a business transaction for a hustler, nothing more. 
Therefore he was not surprised when Mazie smiled 
prettily. 

“I'll put you right, Mark,” she told him. “I’m a 
madam, but I’ve never yet hit the hay with a 
customer. You can believe that or not, it makes no 
difference to me.” 

“Possible.” 

“I’m one of the few madams who did not start in 
the cribs. My mother ran a big house for years in 
New Orleans. She taught me the trade. My father 
and mother have been married almost thirty-five 
years. I am one of eight children—four boys, four 
girls. All the girls are madams—the boys run houses, 
too. We had a wonderful, close-knit family home life, 
and my father has been—and always will be—the 
only man in mother’s life.” 

To his astonishment, Mark found himself believing 
her incredible tale. “I retract my offer.” 

Mazie smiled sweetly. “Thank you, Mark. At times 
you can be nice. Now, if you’ll step aside and let 
me take care of these customers—thank you." 

Mark entered Lin Hawkins’ office without knock- 
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ing. Hawkins sat behind a big desk. When Mark 
entered, Hawkins pulled open a drawer. 

Mark glimpsed blue steel. 

"I didn’t come for trouble,” he said. 

Hawkins mouthed his cigar. “You puzzle me, 
Redding.” 

“Oh?” 

“I can’t peg you. Are you brave or just nuts?” 

“Combination of both, I guess.” 

“I’d still like to buy you. Get you on my side. 
Use your logic and brains. You’re getting into a 
tough battle. And why? Surely not for your soused 
uncle, Redding?” 

Mark had pondered that at some length, too—and 
had not as yet reached a definite conclusion. He owed 
Uncle Zachary much because of blood—and the old 
man had been good to him. But, after laborious think¬ 
ing, back in his office after the fracas with Tall Guy, 
Mark had come to one conclusion—he was not doing 
this for Uncle Zachary, but for himself. Nobody was 
pushing Mark Redding around. Although Lin Haw¬ 
kins had tried. 

“My business,” Mark said. 

Hawkins looked at his cigar. “Okay. What bugs 
you?” 

“That window. Your man broke it." 

Hawkins studied him. “You hit him. Knocked him 
through the window. Now you want me to pay?” 

“He laid a hand on me.” 

Hawkins got to his feet and mouthed an obscenity. 

Mark grinned. ‘Til have to get glass shipped in. 
I figure that a hundred bucks will be needed. You 
just bought a two-hundred dollar ad in my paper. 
I cut that ad space in half.” 

Hawkins stood, one hand in the drawer. 


46 



MAZIE 


<Tm unarmed,” Mark pointed out. “But that 
probably cuts no ice in this burg. You and your 
stooge marshal could claim I packed a jnstcSa. He 
watched Hawkins closely. “You’d plant a gun on my 


carcass.” 

The air was electric. 

Hawkins stood rigid, eyes heavy, thoughtful. Then 
slowly he withdrew his hand, pushed the drawer 
shut. 

“Cut the ad space in two," he said. 

Mark walked out, nodding at Mazie* The crib door 
opened. A girl and her man vanished into the cribs. 
Mark had a glimpse of the long hall, doors on each 
side, and then the crib door slammed shut. 

Mark’s eyes locked with Mazie’s, held: hers blue, 
his dark. Mark asked, “Put on the nosebag with me 


this evening?” 

“Be happy to, Mark." 


They ate at the biggest beanery in town. Diners 
sat at long tables covered with oilcloth. Maik was 
one of the few clean-shaven men in sight. 

“What will Hawkins say about you going out with 
me?” Mark asked. 

Mazie shrugged. “None of his business. 

“He isn’t friendly with me.” 

“That’s not my business, either." 

“He might fire you.” 

“Let him. There are other houses, you know.” 

Mark studied her. Mazie was a puzzle, and a big 
one. A blue sheath dress hugged her tiny waist, left 
her breasts half-exposed, her creamy shoulders bare. 

Was Mazie merely putting up a front? 
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Or did she occasionally hit the sack with a cus¬ 
tomer—if he were overladen with cash? 

Mark did not know how far to go. Mazie toiled in 
a red light house to take in shekels, but she acted like 
a -virgin. 

He made up his mind that the blonde was doing 
a soft-soap job. He decided to make advances. 

“Mark, please—your hands, darling." 

At this point, they were dancing—rather, trying 
to. The joint was jam-packed with stiffs and prosties, 
some of the boys giving off-a rather strong odor. The 
High Pine River flowed outside, pristine and clear, 
but evidently the boys were allergic to water. And 
soap. 

“What's wrong with my hands?" Mark asked. 

“You’re making improper advances. Right on the 
flooi in front of all these people. I'm surprised, 
Mark.” 

“Look at that couple over there.” 

The girl was small and the man was short; the 
man danced with his nose burled between the girl’s 
breasts, and her dress concealed only her nipoles 

"We're not them," she said. "Thai girl works for 
me. I’ll have to lecture her in the morning,” 

“On what?" 

“Her conduct outside the house.” 

Mark groaned. 

“You hands are getting low again,” Mazie warned. 

Mark s fingers had inched down her lovely bare 
spine to play along her waist just above her hips. 

Let’s go home,” Mark said. 

“Okay with me,” she agreed. 

“To my home,” he corrected. 

Mazie smiled. “None of that. I like you. Mark. But 
you take too much for granted.” 
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“; k r s T"e of a madam of 

“ 2e hSn^wer to that, so he moved hie 
to where Mazie thought 

had a female, Mark wondered. 

None in Viet Nam, 

Honolulu, he remembered. 

And when had that been? 

Too long ago. „ 

Mark said suddenly, Let s go. . „ 

“I have to be at work by midnight, you kno . 
“We’ll just make a few joints. _ 

The word “make” rang hollowly m Mark s ears. 
From the looks of things a joint would be all he 

W0 ^e™wenUromdive to dive. This burg was really 

poSttag, Mark told “rVmfve^-ptae 
turned loose a flood of cash here in the yellow pine 

Sry, and the money flowed freely every night. 

“Why does a man always want to bed own 

woman?” Mazis asked. 

“What a silly question.” _ 

“I'll put it a different way. Why is it all a man 

wants from a woman is sex?’ 

Mark parried with. "What else would you expect 

fr “ camt" peak for other girls, of coume-but I 
know my own mind on the subject 

u And?” _ . *»,„ 

“When I meet the right man, first we g° _ 
license office. Then we make love. Then we star 
nice home, and raise our family.” 
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Mark shook his head. 

My ears—they hear such strange things—" 

“You heard right, you big idiot." Anger sharpened 
her words, 

“You talk like a virgin." 

“I am a virgin.” 

Mark breathed deeply. That last shot of liquor, 
he decided, had knocked his hearing silly, had been 
vile, acid tasting junk. Worse than the Laos con¬ 
coctions. Mazie had drunk only a soda. She had not 
touched the hard stuff, not even beer, all night 

“You don’t believe me? Just because I run a 
house—” 


“I believe you,” Mark interrupted hastily. “Let’s 
get on another tack. I wonder who shot my uncle ” 
“Shot him?” J 

‘Filled his right foot full of lead. Shotgun. While 

he was walking down the alley back of his print 
shop, 

“Somebody told me he had the gout,” Mazie said. 
Lead poisoning,” Mark corrected. 

Mazie frowned. “That’s an odd place to shoot a 
man—in the foot. I don’t get it" 

Thl d J Were trylng t0 scare him out of town. 
JHiey didn t want to kill him so they shot at his 

“Well, don’t ask me who shot him,” Mazie said, 
just came into this town today, remember 7 ” 

nth An - C M gh uu my 6ye ’ first thin ?* You made those 

52X w ,'u eSltated ’„ he had 51111051 said Pities 

— girls look like cows. 

“Thank you, darling. Even for the hesitation.” 
Mark found himself sweating. He blamed it on 

humid'S” b0bbto8 ’ SWSytag hlps “ d 1116 
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“What say we try another dive?" he said. 

“Okay." 

He had Uncle Zachary’s jeep. He pulled Mazie 
close to him. She drew away immedietely. 

“Take me home," she said. 

Mark studied her, controlling anger. “And where 
is home? ,? 

“The High Pine, you idiot I sleep in the back." 

“Crib, huh?” 

Mazie slapped him, hard. Mark skidded the jeep 
to a halt. He stared at her, cheek burning, 

“I ought to—■” 

“Go ahead, junior.” 

Her small hands were fists. 

Mark sighed. “Let’s knock this off, darling. Kiss 
me long, hot, and thoroughly—and then I take you 
home.” 

She kissed him. 

Her breasts pushed, her lips clung, their tongues 
fought. She was first to come up for air, eyes 
dreamy. 

“Wonderful, Mark.. 

Vehicles surrounded the saloon, but Mark found 
a slot within hiking distance. He escorted Mazie in¬ 
side, hand on her elbow. 

Male eyes goggled. Male hearts hammered jeal¬ 
ousy. 

Lin Hawkins stood at the bar's end. He saw Mark 
and Mazie, switched his cigar. A big redhead, almost 
naked, sat at Mazie’s desk. 

Mazie glanced at the bar clock. “I have time for 
one drink. On me, of course.” 

“I can buy my own booze.” 

“Mark.. 

Mark’s face was grim. “Goodby.” He strode out. 
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He gunned the jeep toward Tina’s house. 

But his thoughts swung back to Ma 2 ie. He could 
not understand the girl. He had even offered her 
a hundred. 

She had bounced his offer—sweetly but firmly. 

He had been merely testing her out, nothing more. 
He had figured no prostitute living could turn down 
a hundred simoleons. 

But he had figured wrong. 

Tina's driveway held many cars. Mark noticed 
that most of them were new-—and many were ex¬ 
pensive models. Obviously Tina catered only to high- 
priced trade. 

Muriel opened the door, wearing only her usual 
bra and bikini. Mark glimpsed huge breasts, firm 
and lovely, and curving hips. 

“Whiskey or a girl, Mark?" 

“Neither. My uncle." 

“In his room upstairs." 

Mark glanced about, mouth watering. Dim light 
showed acres of shimmering, glamorous feminine 
flesh. The jukebox was muted, customers perched 
at the bar, girls clinging to them. Mark judged the 
clients to be mostly professional men and contrac¬ 
tors, They were all well-dressed. 

This was no cheap joint like the High Pine Saloon. 
The girls and their customers retired to private 
rooms, not cramped cribs, as in Hawkins’ dive. No 
time limits would be placed on bed occupancy, either. 
Tina’s bordello was first-class. 

A night here with booze and femme would run 
well over two hundred dollars, Mark figured. 

He climbed the stairway and entered his uncle's 
room without knocking. 

He stopped, stared. 


52 


MAZIE 


The proprietress of the establishment was in bed 
with Uncle Zachary. 

Tina had pillows propped behind her, a book rest¬ 
ing on her huge breasts, She was naked to the 
waist, which was all Mark could see of her. What 
he saw, however, was enough to start his blood 
pounding. 

Apparently, she had been reading aloud. 

Uncle Zachary lay on his back, also naked to the 
waist—gnarled, hairy, repulsive. 

The contrast was startling. 

The redhead was young, lovely, deliciously appeal¬ 
ing—a thoroughly tantalizing female. Zachary Red¬ 
ding was grizzled, homely as sin, and old enough to 
be Tina’s grandfather, 

Mark felt raw jealousy sting him. 

Here he had offered Mazie a hundred bucks and 
had been turned down. Meanwhile, old Uncle Zachary 
had the madam of this joint, beautiful and lovely, 
in bed with him—and for free... 

No justice, Mark concluded. At least, not in this 
town. 

Unde Zachary stared. Tina stared but did not 
cover her magnificent bosom. She calmly laid the 
book down on her flat stomach, her breasts rising, 
dark-ringed nipples erect, 

“What the hell you want?” Uncle Zachary roared. 

Anger ripped Mark, anger based mostly on 
jealousy. He strode forward, grabbed the sheet from 
Uncle Zachary, peeled it back, and threw it on the 
floor. 

Both Uncle Zachary and Tina now lay naked. 
Smiling serenely in her rosy nudity, Tina was by 
far the more appealing. 
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“You gone out of your mind?” Uncle Zachary 
bellowed. 

Mark said, “You old four-flusher, you got me here 
to fight your battles while you hole up in bed and 
love up every broad in this house.” 

“What do you mean, nephew?” 

“I don’t think you ever got shot. X think that’s 
just a gag to make a fool out of me—" 

Mark leaped before finishing his words. 

He landed sitting down, back to Zachary, astride 
his uncle’s bad leg. 

Mark’s surprise assault also knocked Tina off the 
bed. She tumbled out, her bare rump hit the floor— 
and she sat sprawled beside the bunk, white thighs 
spread wide, carmine lips twisted in anger. 

She jumped on Mark’s back, tiny fists pounding. 

_ Uncle Zachary, squirming like an eel, squealing 
like a shoat, backhanded Tina, knocking the red 
head to the floor again. 

“You stay out of this, sweetheart,’’ he said. 

Una sat there obediently, staling at Mark as he 
roughly unwound a mile of bandage from his uncle’s 
foot. He worked swiftly, white cloth spinning out, 
while Zachary, fists doubled, beat his nephew’s 
broad back, his store-bought teeth clicking in rage. 

Mark winked at Tina, grinning, openly admiring 
her bared beauty. 

Tina stared back stoically. 

Uncle Zachary stopped pounding. He lay with eyes 
closed, wincing. Finally Mark had the foot bare. 

He stared, hating himself suddenly. 

Uncle Zachary had indeed been shot. The wound 
in his foot was red and inflamed. It looked bad. 

Mark rose to his feet. 

Tina snarled, “Satisfied now?” 
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Mark only nodded. 

“He might have a relapse,” she said. “You tore 
that bandage off awful rough." 

“You could be my death," Uncle Zachary wailed. 

Mark snorted. 

Tina reached for the phone, “I'll get the doctor 
over and have him dress that foot again." 

Mark studied his uncle. 

The old man lay back, eyes closed, craggy face 
pale. Sympathy for the old man flooded Mark, al¬ 
though he fought it He turned sharply, and left 

He pounded downstairs, thinking. 

Uncle Zachary did not know who had shot him. 
He had been going down the alley to his bunk be¬ 
hind the print shop when the shotgun had boomed 
lead into his foot. 

“Hawkins did it,” Uncle Zachary had claimed, 
“Either him, or one of his stooges.” 

“Why?" 

“Just to warn me to drag rump out of High Pine 
City. And to lay me up so I couldn’t work. But he 
never knew you were coming, nephew." 

A lump formed in Mark’s throat as he remem¬ 
bered his uncle’s words. 

Mark met a well-dressed, middle-aged man clim¬ 
bing the stars, arm around a blond floozie's thin 
waist. The little prostie was really stacked. Mark 
turned to admire her trim little rump. 

“How does it look, Mark?" 

He spun around. 

First, he saw pink, pointed young breasts, com¬ 
pletely bare. He stared into Muriel’s eyes. 

“What happened to your bra?” he asked. 

White teeth flashed. “It got uncomfortable." 

“Why not shed the bottom?" 
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Muriel pivoted slowly, letting Mark look. She 
might as well have been completely nude. 

“How much?” he asked. 

“One hundred bucks.” 

“All-night stand?” 

Muriel laughed daintily. “One hour, Mark. No 
more. There are others, you know.” 

Mark knew. 

He reached in his pocket, fingered the two hundred 
dollars Mazie had paid for Hawkins’ ad. But half 
had to go for the new office window. 

Muriel breathed deeply, bare breasts heaving, 
green eyes smiling. 

Mark had a sudden vision. 

Probably only minutes before, naked and appeal¬ 
ing, this girl had crawled between the sheets with 
some dirty stiff. Later, after she had finished with 
Mark, she would have still another client, and then— 

That did it. 

Mark walked out. 

Hot midnight air, cloyish and humid, hit him, 
instantly bringing sweat. From High Pine City 
proper came the sound of voices, the howl of juke¬ 
boxes. A truck skidded past, shooting up suffocating 
clouds of red dust. 

Mark climbed in the jeep. 

He had had a rough day. 

He wondered where Lonta lived. He had not found 
out yet Had he known, he would have gone to her 
house. 

Tomorrow would be press run, Lonta had told 
him. Except for the front page, the type had already 
been locked in. The presses would start at four in 
the morning. 
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He would have only a few hours sleep, for it was 
almost one now. 

He drove down the alley behind the newspaper 
office, parked his jeep against the building, and got 
out. 

Suddenly, his body froze. 

His ears, trained to jungle whispers, had heard 
feet running behind him, rushing in softly. 

He started to whirl. 

He never completed the half-circle. 

The blackjack saw to that. The one that smashed 
into his head, knocking him cold, dumping him into 
the alley. 
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SIX 


LONTA JAMES wore only a bra and brief panties. 
Moonlight shimmered on her golden skin. 

Mark's aching eyes finally focused. 

"Where’d you come from?" His voice boomed 
down a wind tunnel, smashing his throbbing ears. 

"From bed, of course.” 

Mark gingerly felt his pounding head. He realized 
he sat with his back against the yellow pine of the 
newspaper office. 

"Where's your bed?” 

"Back of the print shop.” 

Mark shook his head gingerly. His brains rattled. 
“You mean—you sleep with me?" This possibility 
had not occurred to him. 

"Not with,” Lonta corrected. “Next to your bunk, 
in the next room.” 

“I never knew that” 

“You never asked.” 

Mark’s vision was twenty-twenty now, although 
his head hammered. Next to Lonta’s bare legs was 
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an empty water bucket Mark realized that he was 
soaking wet 

“What happened?" Lonta asked.” 

Mark told her. 

“You never saw who slugged you?” 

“No.” 

Mark tried to stand up, then crumpled. Somebody 
had really laid it on him. 

“Lin Hawkins,” he said. “Tall Guy. Shorty.” 
“Oh?” 

“Tried to scare me into evacuating this hell hole.” 
“Are you?” 

“Hell, no. I come from a long string of fighting 
ancestors." 

“That’s nice. Want me to help you?” 

“I can make it this time.” 

Nevertheless, he had to lean his weight on her. 
Once afoot, he stared down at her arching, proud 
breasts. 

“So we share the same roof, huh?” he said. 

“We do. And get no fresh ideas, Mark Redding.” 
“They all say that.” 

“But this one means it.” 

Once inside the print shop Mark sank on a chair. 
The smell of ink, paper and grease assailed his 
nostrils, almost making him heave. 

“Shot?” Lonta asked 
"Double.” 

Lonta dug a bottle out of a drawer. “Belongs to 
one of the printers. She poured a finger in a water 
glass. 

“Triple it,” Mark said 
Lonta did 

The booze was rotgut. Mark bolted for the door, 
lost his appendix in the alley. 
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He realized he had not eaten since morning. 

He wiped his mouth. He felt better because of 
heaving. Lonta studied him. 

She was a picture, standing there. Head cocked, 
black eyes on him, coal-black hair glistening. 

“When did you last eat?" 

“Last night.” 

He did not add that the meal had been skimpy, 
due to his heavy hangover. 

“You need grub." 

Beside a press was a small refrigerator and a gas 
plate on the bench. Skillets and kettles hung from 
the wall. 

“Uncle Zachary’s kitchen,” Lonta said. 

She scrambled eggs, her rump bouncing. She fried 
bacon, slammed bread into the toaster. She wasted 
no time, Mark’s eyes studying her. This chick was 
another puzzle. 

Mark could not understand her either. 

She shoved the grub-laden plate under his nose. 
“Feed the brute inside,” she ordered. 

She sat opposite him as he ate. 

Mark realized he was very hungry. 

“If you want repeats, holler,” Lonta said. 

“Start cooking again. And double this order.” 

Lonta cracked more eggs. 

The meal consumed, Mark leaned back, lit a 
cigarette, belched loudly. 

“I don’t understand what’s going on in this town," 
he said. 

“Like what?” 

“There’s more than the paper in this. Lin Haw¬ 
kins is the power in this mudville. He’s firmly 
established. Uncle Zachary’s sheet could never pry 
him loose." 
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Lonta watched him, her mouth slightly open, 
spatula in hand. 

“And that Marshal Williams. He’s got a brand- 
new Cad a block long. Saw it tonight. That means 
he’s getting big rake-offs—rotgut, tenderloin.” 

Lonta only nodded. 

“He the only law around here?” Mark asked. 

Lonta briefed him. The sheriff was in the county 
seat. 

“He ever bother this burg?” 

“He comes up only once a week, on Thursdays. 
Parks in front of the High Pine Saloon, gets a few 
drinks, maybe tries out one of the girls—new one 
each time, they tell me.” 

“And gets his rake-off from Hawkins," Mark 
murmured. 

He belched loudly again. 

Lonta’s nose wrinkled. “You’re a pig.” 

“I’m a member of the human race, now.” Mark 
looked at her hungrily. “I'd marry you if only for 
your cooking." 

Lonta said, “The press will roll soon.” 

“You cut Hawkins’ ad in half?” 

“Yes.” 

“Rat,” Mark grunted, thinking of Lin Hawkins. 


He was sleeping soundly when the press started 
roaring, making him sit up in bed, muscular body 
drenched with cold sweat. 

Sanity slowly seeped in. 

At first, he had thought himself back in the 
jungle, with mortars booming. But then his eyes 
fastened on the big calendar on the wall—the picture 
of a cute, buxom, nude blonde. 
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That brought him back to the present. 

He was in Uncle Zachary’s bunk. 

There would be no more sleep now, much as he 
needed it. He dressed and went into the press room. 

Two printers were at work. They nodded at him 
as he went to a long table where Lonta was inserting 
pages. 

“Center sections,” she explained. 

“How does this sheet go out?” 

“Mostly through newsboys. But we mail some." 

Mark looked around. “At least we’ve got a mailing 
machine. You start operating it. I’ll handle this," 

“I’ll get you some coffee.” 

The coffee hit the spot. Lonta followed it with 
two pieces of toast. Mark thanked her with his eyes. 

“I have only one more desire as far as you’re con¬ 
cerned, Lonta.” 

“I know what that is. To get me in bed." 

“Mind reader.” 

They worked on, the booming press making con¬ 
versation difficult. Mark had lost his headache, but 
his skull packed a big bump. Newsboys started trek¬ 
king in, lanky, gawky hillbilly kids, poorly dressed. 

Lonta left the mailing machine and doled out 
papers to them. One kid of about nine shifted a big 
chew of tobacco. 

“I don’t like this joint," he said. “No gaboons." 

“Spit out the door,” Lonta said. 

The newsboys left, each toting his papers. Lonta 
went over to Mark. “We’re almost through.” 

Mark glanced at the clock: eight-fifteen. 

“I need something,” Mark said. 

“You’re not getting it from me.” 

“You read me wrong, Lonta. I need two bars of 
laundry soap and one of your discarded nylons.” 
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Lonta studied him. “You slipped your clutch?” 

“No.” 

Frowning, Lonta went to her room, came out 
with two bars of yellow laundry soap and a nylon 
hose. 

She watched Mark, still puzzled. 

Mark tied the bars of soap together with string. 
He then inserted them into the foot of the stocking. 
Another string went around the top, tying down 
the soap tightly. 

He swung the sock, the weight whistling. 

“Blackjack?” Lonta asked. 

"Uh-huh.” 

“Where’d you learn that?” 

“Prison.” 

Lonta scoffed, "You’ve never done time.” 

“Yes I have, angel. Remember, I got a degree in 
journalism. And college, to me. was prison.” 

Lonta snorted. 

Ten minutes later a short, solid construction stiff, 
ambling as he walked, long arms hanging, stopped in 
front of the counter. Mark had seen Shorty coming 
and had placed his blackjack within reach under the 
counter. 

“What is on your filthy mind?” Mark asked. 

“Hawkins is mad, fella. You cut that ad of his 
in two. He’s ready to chew nails and spit out rivets.” 

“He send you over to bellyache to me?” 

“Naw, but I work for him—” 

Mark cut in with, “Maybe you came in to see 
how I look this morning—after being blackjacked 
last night?” 

“Blackjacked?” 

“Like this.” Mark swung. 

He then walked around the counter to study his 
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prone victim. Lonta came running, her red mouth 

wide. ,, .. 

“Good God,” she breathed. “Maybe he wasn t the 

guy who laid you out cold.” 

Mark shrugged. 

“Maybe you coldconked the wrong guy?" she said. 

“What difference would it make? You and I know 
either Hawkins or one of his stooges laid me cold. 
And this bucko works for Hawkins.” 

“What are you going to do with him now?” 

“This,” Mark said. 

Despite Shorty’s limp weight, Mark picked him 
up easily. He threw him through the broken window 
where the man landed with a crunch on the gravel. 

Mark went outside. 

Shorty had hit the gravel face down. The sharp 
gravel had torn hide from his homely mug. 

Mark looked down the street toward the High 
Pine Saloon. 

Two men had run out of the dive, hurrying toward 
Mark, then stopped to stare at the unconscious man. 

“What happened?” Lin Hawkins rasped. 

Mark shook his head slowly. “I don’t know. He 
came into the office on a friendly visit. Then, all of 
a sudden, he just collapsed. He fell through the win¬ 
dow, and passed out cold.” 

Hawkins studied Mark. 

Tall Guy studied Mark. 

Hawkins said, “You’re a damn liar.” 

“Such rough language," Mark chided. “And from 
one of the town’s leading citizens. You don’t set a 
good example for the younger people of this beauti¬ 
ful village, Lin Hawkins." 

Hawkins spat his cigar to the dust. His mouth 
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worked, but no words came. He knotted his fists, 
glaring at Mark. 

Tall Guy followed suit 

Momentarily Mark wished he had taken his black¬ 
jack into the street 

“Come ahead,” Mark invited tonelessly. 

Hawkins dug out another cigar. He jammed it 
between thick Ups, chubby fingers trembling. 

“Get him off the street,” he told his stooge. 

Tall Guy got the unconscious man by the shoulders, 
another man got him by the feet They carried him 
toward the saloon. 

Hawkins followed. 

Suddenly Lonta screamed, “Whoopee!” and jumped 
on Mark, arms around his neck, legs laced around 
his hips. “Kiss me,” she screeched. 

Mark kissed her. 

Her lips dung. Her tongue was a snake’s—-licking 
in, out, around. Her lovely thighs tightened around 
Mark’s, 

“My God,” he grunted. 

He swung her around, carried her into the office, 
and headed for Uncle Zachary’s room. He had one 
hand on the door knob, lust roaring through him— 
and suddenly his aims were empty. 

Lonta stood straightening her blouse, eyes blazing. 
“What was on your mind?” 

“Get you on the bunk, of course.” 

She swung at him. He caught her wrist, “I’m not 
that type of girl,” she said angrily. 

Disgusted, Mark pushed her away. She hit a chair, 
sat down, glaring at him, 

“You’re a nut,” he said. 

“I enjoy it, though.” 
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«I don’t. You make me want to rape you—and 
you’re a teaser, nothing more." „ 

“When the right man comes along, 111 capitulate. 

“You haven’t yet?” ,, , _ 

“No, I haven't You can buy that or kick it aside, 
I don’t care. I was just happy when I kissed you. 
That’s the way I express myself.’’ 

“With the closest man around, huh?” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“Forget it.” Mark’s good humor bubbled up again. 

‘Tm hungry.” 

He strode out 


Marshal Chad Williams said, “You walk out of 
your way to get into trouble." 

Mark shoved egg into his mouth. “Bad habit of 
mine, marshal.” He looked out the cafe’s dirty 
window. Outside was parked a long, new, glistening 
red Cadillac. “How much do the good people of this 
stinking mudhole pay you per month, Williams?” 

“My business.” 

Mark shook his head. “You’re wrong there. You’re 
on the public payroll. I’m a taxpayer. I have a right 
to know. I help pay your wages.” 

“One hundred and fifty a month.” 

“Eighteen hundred a year. You must have saved 
your dough diligently.” 

“What’d you mean, buster?” 

“That chariot you got out there costs at least 
eight grand. Nearly five years of your wages.” 

“What are you driving at?” 

Mark studied the lanky man over his coffee. 
“Wonder if the county sheriff knows...” he mused. 

“Knows what?” 
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Mark talked to himself. “No, the sheriff knows. 
He’s probably getting his cut, too. Maybe Uncle 
Zachary never gave the local law a cut, huh?” 
Williams watched, eyes frozen. 

“Maybe that’s why my Uncle got shot, huh?” 
Williams rose to his feet, eyes glacial. “You walk 
light, understand? You can’t settle this fight, savvy? 
It’s too big for you. It's between your Uncle and 
Hawkins. You're not concerned.” 

“Zachary’s my uncle.” 

Williams jumped up, fists knotted. 

“Don’t explode your still,” Mark said dryly. 

“I came in here to have a peaceful talk with 
you.” Williams spat his words. “But you turn smart 
aleck on me right off the bat. You might be shipped 
out of this town in a pine box.” 

Mark nodded. “Then Joe would come in,” he said. 
“Joe? Who is Joe?” 

“Hie Honorable Joseph Septimus Smith, marshal. 
He happens to be the governor of this state, unless 
he died unexpectedly overnight.” 

Williams stared. “You know the governor?” He 
laughed quietly. “Got another rib-tickler, Redding?” 
“Joe and I went to college together." 

Williams’ teeth ground. Anger had changed to 
curiosity, then to speculation. This bucko might be 
peddling truth, he thought. 

“You’re fun of crap,” Williams said as he wheeled 
and left. 

Mark watched the marshal climb into the mile- 
long Caddie. Williams gunned the crate, roaring off 
his pad and out of sight. 

Mark returned to his coffee. 

He had not gone to college with the governor. 

He did not even know the man. 
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But Marshal Williams did not know that. Williams 
had hesitated, stared—and the germ had been planted 
in Williams’ greedy mind. 

Mark remembered the man’s bloodless face. Up to 
now Marshal Chad Williams had been a name and 
a face, nothing more. Now Williams was a character. 

And a rough, tough one, Mark guessed. 
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MARK WALKED SLOWLY back to the office. He 
belched loudly, breakfast sitting like a boulder. Lonta 
was a much better cook than the slob in that cafe. 

Lonta was probably nuttier, though. 

With difficulty he took his mind off Lonta’s 
rounded hips and concentrated his thoughts on Lin 
Hawkins and Marshal Williams. This feud had gone 
beyond the usual newspaper cleanup—it had become 
personal. 

And he, Mark Redding, was alone, a single man 
bucking the Lin Hawkins gang. 

The future did not look appealing. 

A sudden desire hit Mark to pack his suitcase, 
climb on the bus and barrel out of High Pine City. 
Then he remembered Uncle Zachary in bed at 
Tina’s, his foot riddled by shotgun pellets. 

Uncle Zachary was a sneaking, conniving old con 
man, but still Uncle Zachary was his uncle. And be¬ 
sides, the situation intrigued Mark—it was a riddle 
he wanted to solve if only to find the answer, 

A string of trucks roared past, canvas tarps flap- 


i 
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ping, dust rising in a cloud. They roared by like an 
army convoy, bringing back bad memories. Mark's 
lips curled. 

The trucks were hauling machinery to the dam 
site. There workmen were constructing a cofferdam 
to turn the High Pines River aside, diverting its flow 
while the main dam was under contraction, Lonta 
had told Mark that Uncle Sam’s engineers estimated 
this to be a five-year job, at least. 

This burg would really boom during that time, 
but once the dam was finally finished, the town would 
sink into the red clay it had sprung from and dis¬ 
appear, Only the well-painted and well-built buildings 
the engineers had constructed within the government 
fence would remain. There would live the men needed 
for the dam’s maintenance. 

But for five years this bunch of shacks would be 
a hell-roaring boom town, where money would flow 
like water. A newspaperman could come out of here 
with a real stake—unless Lin Hawkins bumped him 
off first. 

Which thought brought Mark Redding right back 
to where he had started: why was Lin Hawkins 
bucking Uncle Zachary and his two-bit newspaper? 

Cleanup campaign? 

Bull.., 

Uncle Zachary’s sheet could never reform this 
town—even if he wanted to. The answer was simple : 
where there is plenty of money there is lots of sin. 
And in High Pine City, sin consisted of rotgut moon¬ 
shine and girls. 

Give Hawkins five years and he would clean up a 
million, and Marshal Williams would have a dozen 
new Caddies. 

And Unde Zachary loved money. He loved the feel 
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of it in his gnarled, ink-stained hands, and the power 
money and money alone could give. 

Was Uncle Zachary trying to cut into Hawkins’ 
rotten empire, using the High Pine Weekly as a 
lever? 

Mark wished he knew. 

Suddenly a feminine voice interrupted his 
thoughts. “Mr. Redding, a moment, please?” 

Mark came back to earth. The woman had come 
out of a store, holding a paper bag in each arm. She 
was forty, matronly, chunky. Mark judged her to be 
a housewife. He was correct. 

Words gushed out of her like steam from Old 
Faithful. She headed the new Woman’s League, it’s 
goal to clean up High Pine City. Lin Hawkins and 
his girls would have to go. High Pine City would 
have to settle down, become a fit place to rear 
children. 

Mark stifled a yawn. 

Another dreamer. 

The League would hold its second meeting in three 
weeks. She named the date and place. Would he, 
Mr. Redding, attend? 

Mark studied her burgeoning breasts, thinking 
that, once aroused, she would be a tough one on a 
mattress—and he promised to show up at the meet* 
ing, merely to get rid of her. 

“Thank you, Mr. Redding. We are so happy, we 
women, that you and your uncle are in High Pine 
City, fighting shoulder to shoulder with us.” 

“I, too, am happy. Good day, madam.” 

Mark hurried on toward the newspaper office, 
grinning. 

The memory of the housewife's huge bosom per¬ 
sisted, bringing lust throbbing. Past experiences had 
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taught him that the average housewife was easy to 
push over. And why not? Her husband in most cases, 
had given her up long ago. In Mark’s estimation, 
the housewife, normally, was much more frustrated 
than an unmarried girl 

He would attend for another reason, then. 

A man never knew. 


Lonta sat behind a typewriter when he entered 
the office. “I was measuring that broken window,” 
she said. “Saw old lady Hannigan corral you down 
the street.” 

Mark nodded. 

“She’s a nut,” Lonta said, “Don’t pay any atten¬ 
tion to her.” 

“At least she doesn’t jump on strangers, wrap her 
big legs around them, and whoop and kiss.” 

“Like I do?” 

“Yes, as you do.” 

“There are times,” Lonta said loftily, “when I 
just can’t control my emotions.” 

Mark laid a hand on her small shoulder. She 
nuzzled his hand with her soft cheek. 

“Sooner or later, it’s bound to happen,” Mark 
said. 

“What is?” 

“You and I will make it together,” 

“Keep dreaming. It’s free." 

Mark removed his hand. “Maybe you hit the sack 
with my uncle? And you’re jealous because he’s 
bedded down with Tina?” 

Lonta leaped to her feet. She faced him, eyes 
blazing. “Another crack like that, buster, and I heave 
this typewriter at you.” 
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Her anger startled him. Had he hit a soft spot? 
Then surprise changed to anger, and he grabbed for 
her, but she danced nimbly out of reach, eyes now 
teasing. 

“Oh, no, you don’t, Mark Redding. You blab about 
me lacking self-control, but what about yourself?” 

Mark wiped sweat from his forehead. She was 
right “Around you, I do go wild,” he admitted. 

“Just around me?” 

“Yes, just around you,” 

“And not around Mazie Lewis?” 

Mark said, “Mazie’s a—” Then he caught himself. 
He had no proof that Mazie Lewis sold herself. That 
was being unfair. He changed the subject “What are 
you writing?” 

“Ordering a new window,” she said. 

“Who writes the news for this rag?” 

“Uncle Zachary and I. But now, of course, it’s you 
and I,” 

“Your job,” Mark said. “I’m the ad man.” 

“Okay.” 

Lonta continued pounding the old machine. She 
was a fast typist made the keys a constant blur. 

Impatience tugged at Mark. 

He studied Lonta’s beautiful body, desire whip¬ 
ping him. Her square little shoulders, covered by a 
pink blouse; her tiny waist penned in with a blue 
skirt; her flaring hips enticing on the steno chair. 

Mark swallowed, throat tight. 

Then a woman’s voice said, “May I have some 
service, please?” Mark whirled, and stared. 

Mazie Lewis stood at the other side of the long 
counter, and, on this hot, humid morning, she looked 
cool and fresh in a blue blouse and gray skirt, her 
golden hair shimmering. 
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Mazie’s red lips formed a tiny smile, and her 
blue eyes danced. Mark realized she had caught 
him gawking at Lonta’s equipment, and his face 
reddened. 

“Something?” he asked. 

“Yes. Mr. Hawkins wants his full-page ad run 
again. Don’t change it a bit from the last edition, 
please.” 

Mark studied her lovely face. "I understood that 
Hawkins expected the press would roll on his own 
sheet this week?” 

“Evidently Mr. Hawkins hit a delay. Anyway, 
he asked me to tell you to run the same ad again, 
full-page, same as before.” 

“That depends on whether or not he has to pay 
for another window,” Mark said, 

Mazie smiled, and put cash on the table. Lonta 
rose to her feet and began writing a receipt. 

Mazie said quietly, “What’s on for you tonight, 
Mark?” She spoke softly, but Mark knew Lonta 
overheard. 

Only the counter separated them. He looked down 
into baby-blue, innocent eyes, and his heart jumped. 

“Something on your mind?” he asked. 

“There's a divine movie on at the county seat 
tonight, and I’d love to see it. We could go down on 
the bus.” 

“I’ve got the jeep, remember?” 

Mazie’s tiny hand waved. “Oh, I’m picking up a 
new Cad in town this evening. I ordered it by phone 
just a few minutes ago. We could go down on the 
bus and drive back in the car.” 

Mark’s blood pounded. Sweat popped out on his 
back, pinning his shirt down. 

The highway back from the county seat, Mark 
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knew, had many side roads leading from it He and 
Mazie could slip off the highway and park under 
the pines. And then... 

Mazie's next words brought him tumbling back 
to earth. “Have you any spare kisses, darling?” 

“For you?” He gaped at her. 

Mazie laughed throatily. “Who else?” 

Mark leaned across the counter. Mazie leaned for¬ 
ward, poised on tiptoe. 

They kissed in a trance. 

Finally they broke, Mazie’s eyes swimming hap¬ 
pily. “That was beautiful, Mark. See you at the bus 
depot.” 

She tripped out, leaving behind her familiar faint 
perfume. 

Mark tasted his lips. “What the hell?” he marveled. 

Lonta said, “Maybe she loves you?” Icicles hung 
from her words. “Whores are human, too, I under¬ 
stand—sometimes one of them even falls in love.” 

“Whore?” 

“What else could that slut be, working in Hawkins' 
dive?” 

“Mazie's no prostie. She's merely a madam.” 

Lonta smiled frozenly. “Madams go to bed, too,” 
she reminded him. “I forgot to give her a receipt” 
She reached for the pair of hundred-dollar bills. But 
Mark’s hand swooped, corraled them first 

“I’m bookkeeper,” Lonta stormed. “Remember?” 

“Not in this case, angel. This is my mad money.” 

“Zachary—he won’t like this,” she warned, 

“Uncle Zachary can go to and stay put.” 

Lonta’s mouth tightened, her eyes were furious. 

Mark said, “Leap on me, darling. Wrap those 
beautiful legs around my hips. Tease me, and then 
back down.” 
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Lonta ground out, "To hell with you, buster." She 
wheeled, stalked into the back room, slamming the 
door so hard the building shook. 

Mark smiled. 


Brilliant moonlight bathed the pines. Moonlight 
glistened on golden feminine hair. 

Mark was first to speak. 

He gazed into Mazie’s blue eyes. “Whew..." he 
murmured. He reached into his pocket. 

“What are you looking for?” Mazie’s voice was 
throaty. 

“Had a silver dollar in my pocket. Wondered if it 
melted. No, it’s still there.” 

Mazie laughed. “Idiot.” 

Her tiny fingers stroked Mark’s rugged jaw. “You 
need a shave,” she purred. 

Mark looked down at her sweet, girlish face. His 
eyes traveled downward, stopping at the cleft of her 
breasts. She wore a strapless green sheath promi¬ 
nently displaying the rise of her creamy bosom. 

Mark’s brain lusted. He was sweating like a bull 
gazing across a barbed-wire fence at a herd of cows, 

Mark was sober as a judge was supposed to be. So 
was Mazie. Upon arriving in the city that evening, 
they had immediately ambled over to the auto dealer, 
where she had taken possession of a red Caddie 
convertible, paying over seven thousand dollars in 
cash without batting an eye. 

"How beautiful,” she had sighed. 

Mark had grinned. “Me or the new wagon?” 

“Men are not beautiful, Mark—they’re handsome.” 

“You’ve never seen me stripped for action," he 
had joked. 
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Apparently he had said the wrong thing. Mazie’s 
lovely face had frozen. She had not answered, but 
had walked around the car, one tiny hand sliding 
appreciatively over its sleek surface. “Do you want 
to back it off the floor, Mark?” 

The dealer had interrupted. “One of my salesmen 
will move it for you. One time a customer backed 
right through a plate-glass window. You can take 
possession on the street." 

“Male or female customer?” Mark had asked. 

The dealer had grinned. “My memory’s bad. I 
clean forgot.” 

Outside, Mazie had said, “You drive, Mark, any¬ 
where. I just want to sit back and let the wind 
blow in my hair.” 

Five miles out of town she had said, “Now let me 
take the wheel, please?” 

Mark had driven the car off the road under a big 
oak. He had slid out, climbed in the other side, and 
instantly had slipped both arms around her loveli¬ 
ness. Mazie’s brows had arched... 

“Mark, darling, how impulsive.” 

“How about you? Kissing me in the office today?” 

“I did it to make that Lonta jealous.” 

Mark scowled. What gave with these females? 
Were they all bom hating their own sex? 

“Lonta means nothing to me," he said. 

“She doesn’t? Then why does she jump on you 
all the time? Grab you by the neck, wrap her legs 
around your hips?” 

“You don’t see me do any jumping, do you?” 

Gently Mazie pushed him away, kissing him lightly 
on the cheek. “You’re a darling, Mark .. 

They had driven back to town. 

The film had been lousy. Mark had no love for the 
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movies. He wanted his experiences first-hand. He 
had dropped his hand to Mazie's lap, fingers ex¬ 
ploring. She had gently reproved him. 

“Mark, don’t rush, please.” 

“What’s wrong?” 

“When I meet the right man—oh, forget it!” She 
had firmly placed Mark’s hand on his own lap. 

Mark had scowled. This he could not understand. 
A madam in a crib-joint surrounded by prosties, and 
claiming to be a virgin? 

Mazie was playing him for a sucker. 

He had patiently sat through the remainder of 
the movie, his thoughts wandering far abroad. Why 
had she invited him to go with her? She apparently 
wanted no high jinks. Then why the invitation? 

The movie had been a double feature. Mark had 
wanted to leave immediately after the first film, 
but had said nothing. It had been almost midnight 
when finally the travesty had ended, Mark vowing 
never again to take a female to anything but a drive- 
in theater. 

A man at least had a chance in a car. 

He had none in the bucket seat of a movie house. 

Mark’s throat had screamed for something liquid 
and frosty. 

“I’ll go for a coke high,” Mazie had said, “but 
only one. I’m not a boozer, Mark.” 

Another point Mark could not comprehend. To him 
boozing and wenching traveled hand in hand. 

They had ankled over to a bar. Mark had taken 
only one snort, his thirst quenched suddenly. Mazie 
had asked him to drive back to High Pine City, say¬ 
ing, “A man should do the driving.” 

Mark had scowled... 

Now here they were, parked under the pines, the 
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moon golden overhead, a slow wind soughing peace¬ 
fully. 

Mark lowered his head, nuzzling her soft breasts. 
A shudder coursed through her. 

“Mark, that does things—to me—” 

Mark kept on nuzzling, her flesh warm and soft, 
and his right hand started to move past her dimpled 
knees. 

“Mark, please—” 

But she did not push his hand away. Mark felt 
elation hit him. 

His fingers played lightly, deftly. Her hips shud¬ 
dered, moved forward as he continued nuzzling, her 
breasts became rigid, pointed nipples punching her 
bra. 

Mark lifted his head, both hands down now, both 
moving upward. He riveted his lips on hers and her 
tongue met his. 

They kissed long, hotly. Slowly, carefully, Mark 
roused her, thankful for the wide leather seat. 

He was almost there, the goal close at hand—and 
she had proclaimed herself a virgin. 

What had she pegged him for? A stupid fool? 

“Mark?" 

“Yes?" Muffled. 

"You think I’m lying to you, don’t you? You 
don’t think I’m a virgin.” 

“Certainly I do, darling." 

Mazie laughed throatily, breasts bobbing. “I like 
the feel of your hands—your fingers—and I want to 
rear up, help you—but Mark, darling, I just can’t 
do it, sweetheart." 

And then it happened, leaving Mark looking stu¬ 
pid. She was as slippery as a greased eel. She wrig¬ 
gled twice, sharp and fast, and then she was 
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standing outside the car, straightening her dress, 
moonlight dancing on her blond loveliness. 

Mark growled, “What the hell?" 

“Surprised you, didn’t I?” 

Anger grabbed Mark, choking him. 

He reared from the car, hands clenched. Then 
he stopped, shame hitting him. Mazie was cringing 
away from him, hands at her throat, her lovely face 
tom by fear. 

Mark said, “Forgive me, darling.” 

Her hands fell. Her voice was hollow. “It was all 
my fault, Mark. I led you on, darling. I’ll be honest. 
I wanted to—my soul cried for you—but Mark, I 
just couldn’t” 

Mark’s eyes, hot and probing, swept over her, and 
he believed her, although logic screamed otherwise. 

He said heavily, “I believe you, Mazie.” 

Her smile was quick. She touched his hand. “I’m 
glad of that, Mark. I do care for you, you know.” 

Mark wisely said nothing. 

“The moment I saw you on the bus—tall, big, 
rugged—well, Mark, I liked you immediately." 

“You didn't show it. I tried to talk to you. You 
brushed me off like a red ant” 

“I was afraid, Mark.” 

"Afraid? Of what? Me?” 

“No, myself.” 

Mark gave up, spreading hands in surrender. “Let’s 
continue on our weary way,” he said. 

They climbed back into the new Cad. 

Mark drove back to High Pine City. 

Mazie said, “May I sit close to you?” 

“Why ask?” 

“I don’t want to arouse the beast again.” 

Mark grinned. He reached out, pulled her close. 
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She kissed his jaw. “I like your jaw. It’s so—well, 
manly.” 

"I got other parts of my anatomy you’d like, too,” 
Mark reminded. 

“Hush such talk, or I move away.” 

They drove on in silence, Mark trying to organize 
his thoughts. According to Mazie, her sisters were 
also madams and her brothers ran bawdy houses. 
An ironical thought hit him. Did her sister madams 
also claim to be virgins? 

They reached the shacks of High Pine City, and 
drove toward Hawkins’ saloon. Mark glanced at the 
newspaper office, suddenly braked the Cad to a skid¬ 
ding halt. 

“What the hell!” 

The office of the High Pine Weekly was a heap of 
hot ashes. A press stood in the middle of the destruc¬ 
tion, twisted out of shape by heat 

Mazie and Mark stared, speechless. 

“Hawkins,” Mark finally said. Then, suddenly, 
comprehension dawned on Mark, smashing anger into 
him. Mazie had come into the office—kissed him, 
dated him, got him out of town. 

“Sister, you got plenty coming to you," he gritted. 

“What do you mean?” 

“You deliberately dragged me out of town—giving 
Hawkins a free field—” 

“Mark, I never—” 

He did not let her finish. He dragged her from 
the Cad, pulling her to the sidewalk, where he sat 
down and laid her across his knees. Her dress came 
up. She struggled, kicked, tried to bite. Mark glared 
down at her brief black panties. 

.Too pretty to paddle, he thought savagely. Made 
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for other purposes, but she’s going to be paddled 
now—and hard. 

Mazie screamed, kicked. 

Mark paddled hard. Palm flat, his hand smacked 
her bottom. Drunks crowded around, watching. 

One drunk said, “I’d sure like to beat my old lady 
like that, but she’s too damn big,” 

“She’d whip you sure as hell,” another drunk said. 

Mazie screamed and kicked futilely as Mark’s 
hand came down again and again, heavy and hard. 



EIGHT 


NEXT MORNING, Uncle Zachary sat up in bed, 
naked to the hips. “I already heard about the fire, 1 ' 
he roared. “Where were you, nephew?” He answered 
that himself. “Out of town lollygagging with that 
madam in Hawkins’ whorehouse.” 

“She paid for it,” Mark gritted. 

“He paddled her good,” Lonta said gleefully. 
“Right on the main street, too, in front of Lin Haw¬ 
kins’ bar.” 

"I didn’t see Hawkins in the crowd,” Mark said, 

“He stood in front of the saloon.” 

Mark gawked at Lonta. She wore only a black 
bra and short black scanties. He looked at Tina. She 
wore the same costume, just as scanty, but green. 

This did not add up, Mark thought. 

Tina had been downstairs tending bar when Mark 
had entered the red light house. She had preceded 
him upstairs, Mark's eyes riveted on her swiveling 
hips. 

Tina had said, “Zachary knows about the fire 
already.” 
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Mark had nodded. 

“We expected you last night, after the fire.” 

“What would have been the use? By the time 
I got back to town the building was ashes. I knew 
somebody had already told my uncle. So I got a room 
at the hotel.” 

“You sure paddled that Mazie,” Tina had said. 

Mark had not replied. 

“We’ll be polite,” Tina had said at the door to 
Unde Zachary’s room. 

Tina had knocked 

Mark had been sure he had heard bedsprings 
squeak. 

Tina had waited. 

Mark had waited. 

After a few minutes Tina had said, “Oh, I forgot, 
Zach’s already awake. Lonta came up to visit him a 
few minutes ago. He’s taking the loss of his news¬ 
paper very, very hard.” 

“Come in,” Uncle Zachary had roared 

Beside Uncle Zachary’s bed now stood a twelve- 
gauge, double-barreled shotgun. The shotgun had 
not been there yesterday. 

Lonta had been sitting by the bed with a book in 
her lap. Apparently she had been reading to .Uncle 
Zachary. 

Mark had not heard her voice though the door. 

Had Lonta been in the sack with Uncle Zachary? 
She had told Mark that she did not sleep with his 
uncle. 

But that could have been a big lie, 

Mark began to view Lonta in a new light. She did 
not seem so naive, impulsive as she had first ap¬ 
peared 

“Cut the comedy, Unc,” Mark said tersely. “Bel- 
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lowing like a bull in a bog will get you nothing. 
What do we do now?” 

“The volunteer fire crew managed to rescue two 
of our presses,” Uncle Zachary said. “Also got out 
most of the paper and the type cases.” 

“You tell me nothing new.” 

"Don’t get smart-alecky with me,” 

Mark sighed. The old man’s roaring was hard on 
the eardrums. “Okay, okay,” he said. “What’s our 
next move?” 

“We throw up a tent. Move the presses into it. 
Continue operating.” 

Mark nodded, 

“Lonta has already rented space. She called the 
county seat. A big tent is coming up this afternoon.” 

Mark glanced at Lonta. “Where were you when 
the fire started?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You sleep in the back of the shop. Weren’t you 
In bed when the fire started?” 

“I was out.” 

“Where?” 

Anger tightened Lonta’s lips. “You’re not my 
father.” 

“Maybe you were ‘reading’ to Uncle Zachary?” 

Lonta came at him, nails digging. Tina stuck out 
a foot, tripping Lonta before she could reach Mark. 
Lonta sprawled on the floor, breasts heaving, eyes 
furious. 

"Enough of that stupid talk,” Uncle Zachary 
bellowed, "We’ve got a problem that needs brains, 
not brawn.” 

Lonta rose to her feet, glaring at Mark. Then 
she turned hot eyes on Tina, who smiled sweetly, 
and moved closer to the old man. 
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Lonta sat down, looking at a bruised knee. 

“No use wox-king under a scalding hot tent,” Tina 
said. “I got the big storeroom in the back.” 

“You’d rent it to us?” Mark asked. 

“You can use it free.” 

“Okay,” Mark said, “we’ll move in there. I’ll look 
it over when I leave, which is right now.” 

Mark left, Tina trailing him. 

Downstairs the golden-haired madam said, “I’ll 
show you the storeroom.” 

Although it was only eight in the morning, Tina’s 
joint was already jumping. Male customers lined the 
stools, some looking rather beat—unshaven, hung- 
over, red-eyed. 

Females glided around wearing only bras and 
panties. Mark stopped and examined the assemblage 
carefully. 

“Who are you looking for?” Tina asked. 

“The redhead. Muriel.” 

“Probably occupied with a client. What’s Muriel 
to you?” 

“I love her breastworks.” 

“How about mine?” 

Mark looked at Tina’s creamy breasts straining 
under her thin bra. “How about it?” he asked. “When 
I get more jack?” 

Tina shook her head. 

“Unde Zach?" Mark asked. 

“Only your uncle," Tina said. 

Mark could not understand. Yet the woman seem¬ 
ingly spoke in earnest. What did Unde Zachary have 
that the other men lacked? 


The storeroom was a long, rambling shed, evi- 
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dently the toolhouse for the farmer who had origin¬ 
ally built what was to become Tina’s place. The win¬ 
dows were covered with cobwebs and dirt, 

“I’ll get one of my boys to clean it up,” Tina said. 

Mark thanked her and left. He would rent a truck 
to move the two presses and the other equipment to 
the Weekly’s new headquarters. 

He stopped a man on the street “There a doctor 
in this burg?” 

“Down the street See his sign?” 

Mark saw a faded sign, saying: William Smathers, 

D.V.M. 

“That’s a horse doctor,” Mark said. 

“He treats us humans, too. Only doc in town.” 

Inside Mark found a short fat man shaving over 
a cracked washbasin. 

Mark introduced himself, adding, “You treating my 
uncle?” 

Smathers nodded. 

“How’s he doing?” 

“He can get on his feet any time.” 

Mark was surprised. “You mean with crutches?” 

“Yes, with crutches. And it would do his leg good. 
Get some blood circulating in it I’ve told him, but 
he won’t get out of bed.” 

“Do you blame him?" 

“I think I’ll shoot myself in the foot,” the vet 
said. 

Mark left. 

There was only one conclusion: Mark’s uncle was 
using him. 

Uncle Zachary could be on his feet, helping put 
out the paper. Even with crutches, he would be better 
than nothing. 

But why would Uncle Zachary expose himself to 
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trouble? He had a tough, rawhide-mean Viet Nam 
vet to take the rough blows, 

Mark hoped he was wrong. He did not like to 
think of his own flesh-and-blood stooping so low. 

Mark stopped in front of Marshal Chad Williams’ 
office. At the curb stood Williams’ new Caddie. 

Through the big front window Mark saw the 
Marshal sitting with his feet on his desk. 

Mark grinned and entered. 

Williams glared. “What’s on your mind, Redding?” 

“What do you know about the fire, Williams?” 

Williams dropped his feet and leaned forward. 
“Not a thing, bucko. I was out of town last night. 
Serving a divorce summons on a guy back in the 
brush." 

“What have you heard?” 

“The same as you or anybody else. Suddenly the 
building broke into flame. Lucky the little girl wasn’t 
sleeping in her room. She would have been a cinder 
now.” 

“I heard something else, too.” 

Williams studied him, eyes slanted. “And that, 
Redding?” 

“Somebody told me there was a big explosion back 
in the hills at the same time the building burned 
down. About five miles out of town, they said. Fire 
spread out and burned down some timber. Took 
the settlers back there quite a while to put the fire 
out.” 

“Uh-huh.. ” 

“What could have caused that? Maybe a still 
blew up, huh?” 

“Could be." 

“Have you looked into it?” 

Anger hardened Williams’ voice. “Look at that 
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sign on the window, Redding. It reads marshal, not 
sheriff or deputy sheriff. That means my authority 
only covers this township.” 

“Maybe this explosion was in your township?” 

Williams got to his feet, lips bloodless. “You ask 
too many questions, Redding. You keep sticking 
your beak out and somebody will chop it off.” 

“You going to handle the axe?” 

Williams* mouth worked, spittle in one comer. 
Mark grinned and left. His next stop was the High 
Pine Saloon. 

Drunks were flopped over tables. Four sots slept 
on the floor, their backs to the walls j others were 
perched on stools at the long bar. Mazie Lewis sat 
behind her table, rolls of toilet tissue behind her. 

She looked lovely in a blue strapless dress that 
hugged her figure. Mark went to her, suddenly bent, 
kissed her. 

Her lips dung, her tongue danced. Mark was the 
first to break, breathing heavily as he looked down 
at her lovely mammary equipment. 

"What was that for?” Mazie asked. 

“Paying you back for the kiss you gave me yester¬ 
day in the Weekly office.” 

Her blue eyes were dreamy. “How nice of you, 
Mark.” 

Lin Hawkins was one of the bartenders, a white 
towel tied across his gut. Hawkins scowled fiercely. 

“Maybe I lost you your job,” Mark said to 

“There are others.” 

Mark went to the bar. “Whiskey,” he ordered 
from Hawkins. “Double, and make it fast, boy.*’ 

Everybody heard him. 

Those awake—and sober enough—stared. 

Mark had emphasized the word boy. 
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Hawkins’ fingers trembled with anger as he pushed 
out a double-shot glass. For a moment Mark thought 
Hawkins would slug him with the bottle. 

“I’ll take that," Mark said. 

He pulled the bottle from Hawkins’ hand, poured. 

Hawkins leaned across the bar. “I might have to 
kill you,” he said in a low voice. 

Mark looked around. “Hear that, people? This 
man just threatened my life. I want that to go on 
the record.” 

Mazie watched, eyes narrowed. 

A female, wearing only bra and panties, had just 
bent over to roll a stiff sleeping against the wall; she 
giggled as she straightened, the drunk’s wallet in 
her hand. 

“Outright robbery,” Mark said. “I’m going to re¬ 
port this to Marshal Williams." 

A man laughed, another took it up—and soon the 
barflies rolled in giggles. 

The girl took the folding money from the wallet, 
stuck it under her bra, and restored the pocketbook 
in the drunk’s pocket. 

“She doesn’t take the coins," Mark said. 

The girl stuck out her tongue and went past Mazie 
into the cribs, door slamming behind. 

Mark noticed Hawkins’ beefy right hand move 
under the bar. Within a few seconds Tall Guy and 
Shorty came from a side door. Each was fully clothed, 
but each looked as though he had just got out of 
bed. 

Hawkins had hit the alarm button. 

Mark glanced at Mazie. 

The blonde’s lips were tight. She had both hands 
under her table. Mark wondered if her tiny Angel’s 
gripped a pistol. He hoped so. 
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Tail Guy got on Mark’s right, Shorty on his left, 

“Give them both a snort,” Mark ordered. 

Hawkins poured, fingers now steady. 

Mark said, “Rumor has it a still blew up last night 
a few miles out of town, Hawkins. I heard somebody 
say it was one of yours. Was it an accident or was it 
deliberately dynamited?” 

Mark was shooting in the dark. 

Hawkins’ dark face momentarily changed color, 
so slightly that only Mark’s keen eyes caught it. 
Then Hawkins was himself again, face bland, without 
life. 

“Go to hell," Hawkins said. 

“I’ll soon have you there with me—if I get there 
first,” Mark said. He looked at Tall Guy, then at 
Shorty. “How went the arson last night?” 

“Arson?” Shorty echoed. “What is that, smart 
guy?” 

“Arson means deliberately setting fire to a piece 
of property. Like the Weekly burning down, for 
example.” 

Shorty’s thick lips tightened. Tall Guy shifted 
weight. Hawkins laughed harshly. 

“What can you prove, Redding?” 

Mark shrugged. “You guess at that, Hawkins.” 
Mark killed his booze, winked at Mazie, and turned 
to leave. He had nearly reached the door when 
Hawkins' rough voice snarled, “You forgot some¬ 
thing, boy.” 

Mark stopped, turned. "Like what?” 

“You didn’t pay for these drinks.” 

Mark smiled. “Well, I’ll be damned—I forgot And 
you know what, Hawkins?” 

Hawkins eyed him. 

“I’m just going to keep on forgetting.” 
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Mark wheeled abruptly and walked out 


A few miles beyond High Pine City, Mark left 
the jeep and walked over to the charred building at 
the edge of the burned area. Copper coils were 
scattered around. Two tanks were intact but the 
third had been blown apart, seams split. 

The stink of stale booze tainted the air. Mark 
strode into the ashes, kicked at a coil. This h'ad 
been a big illicit whiskey operation. When this still 
had been operating, it had steamed out a lot of 
moonshine in twenty-four hours. 

To his left was a huge, smoldering pile, dull smoke 
still curling upward. Mark got a long stick, prodded 
into the heap, and dug out some burned kernels of 
corn. 

Heat waves rose from the area and these, coupled 
with the sun and high humidity, made Mark’s shirt 
cling to his shoulders. He walked back to the jeep. 

Suddenly a hillbilly came out of the brush, a 
double-barreled scattergun under one arm. 

“Who are you?” the man growled. 

He was a tall, angular, whip-hard man, a typical 
hillbilly. He had scraggly whiskers, his eyes were 
pale blue, and he chewed tobacco furiously, as though 
he had a grudge against it 

‘‘Your still?" Mark asked. 

Cold eyes probed Mark. “What if it had been?” the 
hillbilly countered, 

Mark shrugged. “Cuts no ice with me. I’m Mark 
Redding, publisher of the High Pine Weekly.” 

“You don’t own that newspaper. Old Zach Redding 
owns that rag.” 

“I’m his nephew.” 
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Something akin to warmth touched the pale eyes. 
“I’ve heard of you. You cleaned up on two of Lin 
Hawkins’ goons^—couple he just shipped in the other 
day." 

Mark smiled. 

Hillbilly smiled, too. 

Mark gestured toward the burned-out still. “How 
do you boys get away with this? Don't the feds 
jump you?” 

“Now and then a few come nosing around. The 
last year, two came into town, tied to mules.” 

“Were they alive?” 

“What do you think?" 

“Hawkins must pay protection,” Mark said. 

_ Bony shoulders shrugged. “I think you’d best 
light out of here, mister.” 

Mark looked at the shotgun. "I think that’s a good 
idea.” He climbed into the jeep, gunned it around, 
ajid showered dirt on the hillbilly, who swung up a 
knotted fist and cursed him. Mark was relieved when 
scrub pine hid him and the vehicle. 

He drove down the dirt road toward High Pine 
City, and tried to add up points. 

He could ask questions from now to doomsday 
and never find out who had owned that destroyed 
still. These mountain people would tell him nothing. 
If he got too nosey, he would end up like the two 
feds. These mountain boys played for keeps. 

He thought of Lonta. 

He had tried to talk* Lonta into going into the 
brush with him, but she had angrily rejected his 
invitation. “You just want me out there to get me 
on my back,” she had said. 

Mark had smiled. “At least you’re outspoken.” 

So he had gone alone. 
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And what had the trip netted him? 

Nothing. 

He thought of Uncle Zachary. The old goat was 
a puzzle, and then some ... 

Uncle Zachary and Lin Hawkins were plainly at 
war and, unless he, Mark Redding, were way off 
base, the war was motivated by more than Uncle 
Zachary’s newspaper and its cleanup campaign. 

But what constituted the other motivations? 

Lin Hawkins was surrounded by bodyguards, Tall 
Guy and Shorty being most prominent. Hawkins 
had recently imported the two hoodlums from out of 
town. 

Which meant but one thing to Mark. 

Hawkins had been anticipating a batch of new 
trouble, and was fortifying his ranks before the 
showdown came. 

From talks with various High Pine City citizens, 
Mark had learned that word had spread about Uncle 
Zachary’s nephew, a fighting ex-GI, coming to town. 
Had this information prompted Lin Hawkins to ship 
in two more thugs? 

Mark felt complimented. And worried. 

There was just one thing wrong—he was getting 
all the trouble that, by right, belonged to Uncle 
Zachary, and Uncle Zachary alone. 

Mark was his uncle’s whipping-boy, 

Mark lit a cigarette, tooling the jeep with one 
hand as it whipped around a bend in the timber— 
and he piled into a big log laid across the trail. 

Mark hit the brakes—too late. 

The jeep plowed into the log, hind wheels digging. 

Mark zoomed forward, steering wheel smashing 
into his chest, cigarette flying one way, he the other. 
His head crashed into the windshield. 
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The engine conked out 

Silence settled, dust rising lazily above the scene. 

Mark rubbed his forehead. His skin had not been 
cut, but his head had received a tough blow. Im¬ 
mediately full consciousness returned, followed by 
anger. 

That damned hillbilly. 

The hillbilly had seen him drive to the destroyed 
still. The hillbilly had laid this log across the road. 

Mark leaped from the jeep, landing solidly. He 
would go back there, dig that man out of the brush 
and beat him to death with his fists. Suddenly he 
stopped, remembering. 

The hillbilly’s double-barreled shotgun. 

Logic replaced anger. 

Mark walked to the front of the jeep. Only the 
bumper was slightly bent, nothing more. He picked 
up his still-burning cigarette and jammed it savagely 
in his mouth. 

He climbed into the jeep, kicked the starter. The 
starter churned, the engine flooded. He rammed the 
accelerator a few times, then hit the starter again. 

The jeep roared. 

He backed up, then gunned ahead, skirting the log, 
wheels tearing sod, ripping brush. 

Once clear of the log, he swung back into the road. 

He headed for High Pine City. 
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ONLY ONE PRINTER remained. He was a pudgy, 
middle-aged man whose red, vein-broken face pro¬ 
claimed close friendship with John Barleycorn, 

“Where’s the other pressman?” Mark asked. 

“Quit this morning. Said he had a job with a 
contractor out on the dam site.” 

Mark looked at Boozer. "You got cold boots, too?” 

“I’m too dumb to get scared.” 

Lonta said, “Uncle Zachary gives him credit in 
the saloons. Any of them. And his name isn’t Boozer, 
smarty. His name is Mr. Watson.” 

Mark grinned. “How are you, Mr. Watson?" 

“Half drunk, and aiming to get drunker.” 

“Where’s your bottle?” 

“Back there on the window ledge,” Lonta said. 

Mark uncorked and took a long slug. The moon¬ 
shine ran a streak of fire down his gullet, but it 
did take some of the ache from his head. He rubbed 
his head gingerly. 

Lonta glanced out the door at the jeep. "How come 
you broke the windshield?” 
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“Guess,” Mark said. 

Lonta’s eyes shot anger. 

“We got a print shop to install,” Lonta said stiffly. 
She went to the door of the shed. "Need any help 
with that press?” she called out to the truck 
“We’ll block-and-tackle it in,” the drayman said. 
Mark said, “I’m doing no good here.” He started 
to leave, but Lonta caught his arm. "What do you 
want?" Mark asked roughly. 

“I heard about it—you went into Hawkins’ place, 
challenged the whole bunch. You want to get killed 7 ” 
“What’s it to you?” he asked coldly. 

'i ou ve got the welfare of your uncle to consider. 
You fool around with Lin Hawkins—you’ll wake uo 
dead.” 

“You worried about me? Or my uncle?” 


Boozer watched, mouth open, bottle suspended. 
Lonta hesitated, then said, “Oh, go to hell, Mark 
Redding.” And Mark left 
He drove downtown. Trucks roared by, spewing 
gravel and dust A man clenched his fist, swore at a 
truck. A woman scurried across the street, dragging 

two kids with her, finally landing on the sidewalk 
safely. 

M ‘ ,That uncle of yours," the male citizen stormed. 
“Running a cleanup campaign—knock out the moon¬ 
shine, gambling and women. Why doesn’t he cam¬ 
paign for something worthwhile—like hardtop roads, 
sewer lines, good drinking water? And a set of law¬ 
men who will control this wild traffic?" 

Mark smiled. “You’ll have to ask Uncle Zach, not 
me. I just work for the old codger, nothing more.” 

_ Dust whipped from the street in stifling clouds. A 
sickening smell came from the outdoor privies. 
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Mark smelled the irate citizen’s point of view. 

Lin Hawkins came out of his saloon, Tall Guy on 
his right, Shorty on his left. This set Mark to think¬ 
ing of Uncle Zachary, 

Uncle Zachary had no bodyguards to do his bid¬ 
ding. Uncle Zachary Jay in a house of ill-fame, 
surrounded by naked females. Yet he was safe there, 
for Tina seemed completely gone on the old goat. 
All of which to Mark was very illogical. 

A walking, curvaceous hunk of feminine loveli¬ 
ness, this Tina, Mark thought. One crook of her 
lovely forefinger and she could have any man she 
wanted, young or old, rich or poor, in this woman- 
shy locality. 

But Tina had hooked up with old Uncle Zachary. 

Why? 

Surely it could not be love? Mark smiled at that 
assumption. No woman except an ugly old bag could 
love Uncle Zachary. But apparently Tina loved him. 

Mark could not buy that. 

Only (me alternative remained; Tina tolerated 
Uncle Zachary because of money—filthy lucre, and 
it would take a lot of that to make Tina love a man. 

And where would Uncle Zachary get the neces¬ 
sary flock of banknotes? 

Certainly not from his dirty rag of a newspaper. 
Mark made a mental guess at the inches of advertis¬ 
ing space in the last issue. 

About eight hundred bucks a week, he guessed. 

And eight hundred a week, at the utmost, was not 
much dough. Mark had learned plenty about small¬ 
town newspapers in journalism school. A smalltown 
sheet supported itself through job printing. The news¬ 
paper was put out on the side to keep the customers 
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happy. If It met its cost through ad sales, a weekly 
newspaper was indeed lucky. 

So far Mark had seen little job printing come into 
the High Pine Weekly. 

He had a sudden plan. He would sound out the 
local citizens. He bought a notebook and ballpoint 
pen. 

His job was to sell ads. 

He went from business to business, notebook in 
hand. He found out little. 

These merchants had tight lips. They would talk 
about their ads but nothing else. 

By actual count there were fourteen saloons in 
town, all using prosties, all stinking of unwashed 
bodies, stale beer and bad whiskey. In each saloon 
Mark asked the same question: “Where do you buy 
booze?” 

And each saloonkeeper had given an identical 
answer: from the wholesaler in the county seat. 

Each saloonkeeper had been irritated by the 
question. 

Mark walked down the street, grinning. Overhead 
the hot summer sun burned, scorching the parched 
earth. Trucks roared, dust lifted. Two sots smashed 
out of a saloon, slugging each other. 

Mark stopped, watched. 

There was no science used in the fight Both were 
rough-and-tumble men, depending on brawn, not 
brains. Both were poor hands even at rough-and- 
tumble. 

Mark smiled. 

Two judo chops, one for each combatant, and the 
scrap would be over, both men in the dust 

He glanced at Marshal Williams’ office. 


102 



MAZXE 


Williams leaned nonchalantly against the door, 
casually watching. 

Mark shouted, “Your job is to keep the peace, 
marshal. You should come over here, separate these 
two men, take both to jail.’’ 

Williams gave him a level stare, then disappeared 
into his office. A fat housewife stood fuming beside 
Mark. 

“He’s no good,” the woman growled. 

“Who isn’t?” 

“That no-good marshal. He’s hand-in-hand with 
these saloonkeepers and pimps. Getting rake-offs 
from whiskey, girls, gambling.” 

“Williams been here long?” 

“About six months, or whenever this town started 
booming. Before that we never had a marshal. There 
wasn’t even a town here.” 

“Where did Williams come from?” Mark asked. 

“County seat. Used to be deputy sheriff there.” 

Mark walked off, mulling. 

Williams used to be a deputy sheriff. The sheriff 
had sent him to High Pine City as marshal. No, that 
didn't add up—a township elected a marshal. The 
marshal was not appointed by the sheriff. Perhaps 
High Pine Township had staged an election, and the 
saloonmen, pimps and prosties had voted Williams 
in, knowing he could be bought. 

Mark had definitely learned one thing: the county 
sheriff was tied into the local scene through Williams. 

The sheriff was getting cut in, too. 

Mark entered the High Pine Saloon. 

Tall Guy, Shorty and Lin Hawkins all tended bar 
now. Mark speared the only vacant stool, opposite 
Hawkins. 
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Hawkins toweled a glass. "Come back to pay for 
your drink?" He tried to make it a joke. 

He failed. 

Mark spread change on the bar. “Had a sudden 
turn of heart. Got thinking that the sheriff down 
at the county seat needed his cut. And I’d hate to 
cheat an honest man.” 

Hawkins stopped toweling. 

“Also there’s Marshal Williams to consider,” Mark 
continued. “He only makes one hundred and fifty a 
month. That Cad cost around eight grand. Williams 
has high payments to meet, seeing his salary is so 
small.” 

“Thoughtful of you,” Hawkins said. 

Mark slammed in with, “Then you admit you’re 
paying off Williams? And the sheriff?" 

Hawkins’ jaw stiffened. “I never plead guilty.” 

Mark glanced at Mazie. She was busy. A con¬ 
struction stiff with a big redhead on his arm stood 
beside Mazie’s desk. 

Mazie hit a key. The register rang. 

The redhead took a bill out of the stiff’s wallet, 
Singled, shoved it into the dark recesses of her 
brassiere. 

The man and the redhead opened the door leading 
to the cribs, disappeared inside. 

Mazie looked up. 

“Hi, darling,” Mark called. 

Mazie’s face showed fear. “Hello, sweetheart." 

Mazie kept watching Mark. 

Hawkins scowled fiercely. “I made a pitch for 
that babe. She told me to stuff it. I’ve never had a 
madam I never bedded down.” 

Mark’s heart beat faster. 
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“You got the Indian sign on her," Hawkins purred. 
"How is she in the hay, newspaperman?” 

“She refuses to kick over to me, too,” Mark 
drawled, 

"Sure.” 

Mark said, “Where do you get your whiskey?" 

“From the county seat, of course. Jobber down 
there.” 

Mark drawled, “Odd thing about booze here in the 
hill country. Almost all of it is moonshine rotgut 
run out back in the brush. Some of the moonshiners 
have even counterfeited Uncle Sam's tax seals, and 
it all looks authentic—highly advertised label on the 
bottle, complete with government tax seal, but still 
homemade moonshine." 

“Where did you hear that?” 

“Read it somewhere." 

Hawkins smiled with lips only. “Part of your 
newspaper’s cleanup campaign, huh?” 

“Struggle for the buck must be getting tough 
among the moonshiners.” Mark still spoke in a low 
voice. “So tough that one gang blew up one of a 
rival outfit’s stills last night." 

“You got a good imagination." Hawkins shoved 
back Mark’s change. “I don’t want your money, 
fella. I only got only one thing to say to you, savvy?” 

Mark's brows lifted. “And that?” 

“Don’t come in my joint no more.” 

Mark said, “What atrocious English, Hawkins.” 

“Listen, newsboy, when I say something everybody 
understands me.” 

“Right now you’re not saying—you’re hollering.” 

Hawkins caught himself. His loud voice had turned 
ail eyes and ears in his direction. His thick lips 
worked, but no words came. 
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“Hard on the blood pressure,” Mark said. 

“You heard me, didn't you?” 

“Yes,” Mark admitted, “but this is a public sump, 
and I have the right to enter any time I want.’* 

“See that sign over the bar?” 

The sign read: We reserve the right to refuse 
service to anyone, 

“Not legal,” Mark said. "Won’t stand up in court.” 

“How do you know?” 

“It's been taken before judges. They all declared 
the sign illegal.” 

“You a shyster, too?" 

“Lawyer,” Mark corrected. “Yes, I had a law 
degree.” 

When you tell a lie tell a big one, Mark thought. 

Something glistened in Hawkins’ piggish eyes. 
“Then why ain’t you got up your shingle?” 

“Just got out of the army. Haven’t had time yet.” 
Mark killed his booze, grimacing. “Pure, unadulter¬ 
ated, rotgut moonshine under a phony government 
tax label.” He looked at Shorty and Tall Guy, who 
had been listening to every word. 

Shorty gripped a bottleneck, knuckles white. Tall 
Guy’s rough Angers were frozen around a billy. 

“They’re ready to protect their boss," Mark said. 

“They’re paid for that,” Hawkins grunted. 

Mark slid off the stool. He winked at Mazie, who 
openly winked back. 

Mark left. Strangely, he was not thinking of Lin 
Hawkins and his thugs. 

His thoughts were on Mazie. 

She had looked lovely, demure, behind her desk, 
hitting her cash register, handing out toilet tissue, 
her blond hair in the latest style, her strapless gown 
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showing creamy shoulders and the deep cleft between 
her lovely breasts, 

Lin Hawkins had not got off homeplate with 
Mazie, either. 

Mark liked that thought. 

He stopped for a moment on the corner. He looked 
about. And he did not like what he saw. 

Tents, tarpaper shacks, raw pine buildings. The 
graveled sidewalks, and the dust—the dust every¬ 
where, the red dust, already staining new pine, 
catching in pitch, giving the wood a red, sickish 
color. 

Hammers pounded everywhere, a dull, monotonous 
sound. A drunk emerged from a tent saloon, gave 
a Comanche war whoop, then staggered, grabbed for 
a post that existed only in his drunken mind, and 
fell to the gravel, instantly passing out. 

A saloon girl stepped over the drunk, shirt lifted 
high to expose a full white thigh. Somebody whis¬ 
tled. 

The girl smiled at the whistler. 

She continued on, rump wobbling, the whistler 
following. The little prostie stopped, waited. The 
whistler came up, she took his arm, and they walked 
on together, the girl doing most of the talking. 

Another sucker, Mark thought. 

The couple entered the High Pine Saloon. 

Mark grinned. Mazie’s cash register would boom 
again. And another roll of toilet tissue would go into 
the back room. 

Mark lit a cigarette. 

Business. Wheels of progress. He dragged in smoke, 
then suddenly spun the cigarette into the dust. 

He was tired of this dust-laden, stinking boom 
town. He wanted out. 
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Again, he thought of Mazie Lewis. 

He smiled. 

What bugged him, anyway? 

Each time he looked at Mazie, his blood quickened. 
He had experienced this the first moment he had 
seen the little blonde boarding the bus back at the 
county seat. He still felt heat each time his eyes met 
hers. 

From the start there had been something between 
him and Mazie, something sweet, indescribable. It 
was as though they had known each other for years, 
not days. 

It was as though he and Mazie belonged to each 
other. 

Mark toyed with this thought, digging out another 
smoke—this one tasted better. The whole situation 
was crazy. Uncle Zachary and his cleanup campaign. 
Yes, and Uncle Zachary’s nephew and Mazie Lewis, 

Mazie was a madam. She ran a redlight house. 
Mark was a college graduate reared in a quiet, some¬ 
what religious home. His world and Mazie’s were 
miles apart. 

A wry smile touched his lips. 

He was not thinking solidly. 
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TWO NIGHTS later, parked in the area's only drive- 
in theater, Mark made his second pitch for Mazie. 

He really revved up his engine. 

But never got his wheels off the landing strip. 

“Mark, darling—I do want to see this picture.” 

Mark had no interest in the cinema. To him it was 
boring. That morning the weekly ad from the drive- 
in had come to the newspaper office. A mushy double 
feature, the kind women wept over, was showing. 

He had promptly dated Mazie. 

She had taken the night off, and they had gone to 
the drive-in in her new Cad. 

Mark knew this did not sit well with Lin Hawkins. 
When he had stopped to pick up Mazie at the saloon, 
Hawkins had been glowering at them from behind 
the bar. 

“He might can you,” Mark had said. 

“Let him. There are other jobs. I’m tired of herd¬ 
ing hustlers around, anyway.” 

Mark had almost said, “Don’t quit. You’d be 
breaking a family tradition.” Happily, he had held 
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his tongue in time. He had glanced at Mazie, sitting 
beside him in Uncle Zachary's jeep, small hands 
clasped on her lap, gay print dress loving her thighs. 

Mazie had smiled at him. 

Her white teeth had glistened, her blue eyes had 
sparkled. She was a walking, talking, little blond doll, 
apparently very happy. Mark’s chest had swelled. He 
had realized he was the envy of every young buck in 
boom-town High Pine City, and some not so young. 

Like Lin Hawkins. 

Now he removed his hand from her thigh, where 
his fingers had worked up her dress. Mazie was 
enthralled by the movie, sat watching in a state of 
childish, hand-clasped fascination. 

Mark had a sudden vision. 

Two little girls as blond and lovely as Mazie in 
the back seat of the Cad. 

A little boy, dark-haired, sitting between Mark 
and Mazie in the front seat. 

These thoughts scared Mark. Never before had he 
dwelt on the domestic. He blamed his feeling on Laos, 
the terror and loneliness he had known in combat. 

Then he thought of Mazie’s job. 

His belly soured. 

He did not want children with a madam. Instantly 
Mazie was beyond the pale. 

Doubt still lingered, though. Maybe she had not 
been selling him a bill of goods. Maybe she had never 
prostituted. 

This seemed illogical. But he had to admit Mazie 
might have been telling him the truth. Suddenly he 
hoped so. 

There was but one way to find out if Mazie were 
a virgin. And he would work toward that answer— 
later tonight. After the movie. 
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He glanced at Mazie. 

She dabbed her eyes with a small handkerchief. 
Evidently she was easily aroused 

Therefore the man who played on her emotions, 
who built the biggest images in her mind, would be 
the man who would have her. 

Mark bought popcorn, candy, hotdogs and coffee. 
Mazie munched happily, leaning forward slightly, 
eyes on the dancing screen. She looked girlish, small 
—Mark wanted to protect her. He caught his 
thoughts. Protect her from what? 

From Mark Redding? 

Apparently he, Mark Redding, was Mazie’s great¬ 
est danger. His memory swung back to Lin Hawkins. 
Hawkins said he had slept with every madam he had 
employed, except Mazie. 

Was Hawkins selling a true line of goods? 

The movie finally ended, Mazie again weeping 
slightly. Mark turned on the car radio, listening for 
the blues. He found only hillbilly times. This made his 
lips tighten. He had to maintain Mazie’s mood. Blues 
would do it, but he could find nothing but raucous 
mountain music. 

Mazie’s Cad sang as they sped along the mountain 
road. Mark’s throat burned for a shot 

"Care for a drink, darling?” he asked. 

Mazie shook her head, "But you probably want 
one. I’ll take a coke.” 

“Won’t drink unless you do.” 

“I’ll take some whiskey, then.” 

Mark dropped a hand on hers. “You’re just saying 
that to make me feel good. You don’t want a drink, 
really, do you?” 

“Anything to make you happy. It’s your outing 
too, you know.” 
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A lump formed in Mark’s throat. His mind swept 
back to college days and the girls he had dated there. 

Most had been bossy, domineering females who 
not only had wanted to inhale for a mem, but to 
exhale too. Mazie would compromise with her man, 
or go even further. She wanted the man to head the 
household. 

And this girl, Mark knew, was not without back¬ 
bone, for he had seen her tiny jaw stiffen, her blue 
eyes grow cold. Mazie’s husband, however domi¬ 
nant, would never push her around. 

She reminded Mark, in this respect, of his mother. 

He had a sudden thought: did every man uncon¬ 
sciously seek a replacement for his mother, in the 
woman he married? Memory swept back to college 
psychology courses, but he could remember nothing 
substantial there. 

The Cad purred lazily down the road, lights stab¬ 
bing through the pines. Mazie’s thigh accidentally 
brushed his, making goosepimples pop. 

“Darling, don’t park tonight, please." 

“Why not?” 

“It would do you no good. You can never force 
me, Mark. I know all the holds, all the ways to 
escape." She laughed quietly. “I’ve had lots of prac¬ 
tice, you know.” 

“I suppose you have.” 

She peered at him. “You don’t like my choice of 
job, do you?” 

Mark shrugged. “Your business, not mine.” 

“I don’t like it, either,” she said. 

“Since when?” 

“Since meeting you.” 

Mark stared straight ahead. What a crock, he 
thought. Or was it? He found himself believing. 
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“Preacher Redding,” Mark said cynically. 

“Mark, sometimes you’re so—oh, bitter. But I 
guess the war, all that—" 

“I’ve been in hell here, too. This town is as bad, 
if not worse, than the jungle.” 

“That worries me.” 

“You worried—about me?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

“Thanks.” 

“You’re still cynical.” 

“Oh?” he said. 

“Mark, let’s leave. Tonight?” 

“I can’t. Uncle Zachary.” 

“What does he mean to you? A selfish, egotistic 
old man who never grew up mentally, still a baby 
bawling out orders.” 

“You pegged him. But—he’s still my uncle. He 
needs me.” 

“Yes, to fight his battles, nothing more,” she 
said. 

Mazie had a grain of truth there, Mark admit¬ 
ted to himself. 

“You talk as if you knew something I don’t,” he 
said. 

“I probably do. I'm in a strategic spot, you know. 
And I have ears, eyes—and a nose. And this setup 
stinks of danger.” 

“Could you tell me more?” 

“Well, a moonshine war is on. The still that was 
dynamited belonged to Lin Hawkins. And—” sudden¬ 
ly she stopped—"I’ve said too much. I’m selfish, 
trying to get between you and your uncle. Actually 
you mean nothing to me.” 

“How right,” Mark said. 
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them. Neither shattered it until he parked behind 
the High Pine Saloon. 

“Come in for a drink?" she asked. 

Mark handed her the car keys. “Not tonight I just 
don’t feel up to tangling with Hawkins again." 

“Hawkins is dangerous.” 

“So I’ve guessed." 

Blue eyes studied him. Momentary alarm hit Mark. 
Mazie seemed to be storing his image in her memory 
to hold it against future use... when he was not 


around. 

Was this goodbye? 

“See you, Mark,” 

She turned quickly, heading for the back door, 
Mark started to follow, then stopped. 

He shrugged. 


His thoughts swung to earthly things. Where would 
he sleep tonight? He would not hit that bedbug- 
ridden hotel again. His thoughts turned to Lonta. 

Where would she be sleeping? 

With Uncle Zachary? If so, where would Tina 
bunk? Were both women in bed with the old goat? 

Mark went to the shed behind Tina’s place. He 
turned on the light. Nothing but the press, a 
makeshift table, reams of paper, rolls of newsprint, 
and already the smell of a printshop, thin but un¬ 
mistakable. 


He saw some blankets folded on a plank table. 
Evidently they had been rescued from the fire. He 
also found a mattress rolled into a ball. He unrolled 
it on the table, turned out the light, undressed and 
lay naked on the mattress, the heat humid, clinging. 

Toward morning he slept briefly. 
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Mark was awake on his makeshift bunk when 
Lonta entered next morning at eight She wore a 
narrow bra and scanty shorts. Her smooth skin was 
creamy and appealing. 

"Where did you sleep?” Mark asked. 

"Tina’s.” 

"With Uncle Zachary?” 

Lonta’s dark eyes glinted. "By myself,” she said. 

Mark sat up. "Crawl in with me?” he invited. 

"What for?” 

"Custer’s last stand, of course.” 

“I’m not sleeping with you,” Lonta said. 

She studied Mark, dark head canted. Her deep 
bosom rose, fell. 

Mark thought about chasing her, catching her, 
forcing her—then grudgingly discarded the idea. 
Lonta would probably bolt out the door. Experience 
had taught him how nimble she was. 

Mark pulled on shorts. "Forget it, female.” 

He dressed. Lonta sat at a desk, started going 
through invoices. Mark rubbed his jaw, felt his two- 
day growth of bristles. He took out his electric 
shaver, mowed his stubble. 

“Hungry?" he asked. 

"I’ve had breakfast.” 

Mark tooled the jeep down to the town’s best res¬ 
taurant. The bacon was salty sowbelly, the toast 
hard as a slab of sandstone, the eggs smelled like 
dirty socks. He choked down the unappetizing grub, 
dumped some vile coffee on it, belched, paid, and 
climbed back into the jeep, heading again for the 
shed back of Tina’s. 

Lonta and a hillbilly were entering Tina’s rear 
door, the man carrying two filled tote sacks, bumps 
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showing the sacks were filled with bottles. Mark 
entered the printshop, scowling. 

Boozer was at work, hammering type. He made a 
terrible racket even though he used a rubber mallet. 

Boozer nodded. Mark nodded. Boozer had a quart 
of whiskey sitting on the bench. 

Lonta returned. 

“What did the farmer boy have in those sacks?" 
Mark asked. “Looked like bottles.” 

“They were.” 

“What did he do with them?” 

“Sold them to Tina. They were empty beer bottles 
he found. He makes his living that way.” 

Mark nodded. 

“I have to skip out for a story," Lonta said. 
“Women’s Club meeting.” 

‘Til hold down the fort,” Mark promised. 

She hopped in the jeep, gunned it, spun dust, was 
gone. 

“That woman,” Boozer said, “is a witch.” 

“What one isn’t?” 

Boozer grinned. “You got me there. Drink, boss?” 

“Too early.” 

Mark entered the back door at Tina's. He would go 
upstairs and see how Uncle Zachary was this morn¬ 
ing, the big fraud. The two tote sacks sat beside the 
door. The tops were sewed but Mark saw bottles 
glisten. They were made of clear glass, not brown— 
and the local beer came only in brown bottles. 

He opened the sack. 

Lonta had lied. 

The contents were not empty beer bottles. They 
were empty whiskey bottles. Why had she lied? 

Tina’s bar was filled with women and men, four 
of the males wearing only their shorts. But the 
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crowd was not noisy. Mark had the impression that 
a night of tough boozing and wenching had calmed 
down both prosties and customers. 

Muriel tended bar, still wearing only a wispy bra 
and brief panties. 

Mark’s blood quickened at the sight of her bur¬ 
geoning breasts, flat belly, arching thighs. 

Muriel smiled lazily, eyes inviting. “How do you 
like my dress?” she asked. 

“Dress?” 

Muriel looked down at her heavy breasts, barely 
concealed by the thin bra. Sunlight slanted in 
through the back window and made a halo around 
her glorious red hair. 

“Well, I call it a dress, Mark. Only thing I ever 
wear.” 

“Where is Uncle Zachary?” Mark said. 

“In bed, of course.” 

“Alone?” 

“I don’t know. I’ll ask Mabel.” 

Muriel and Mabel conferred. Muriel tripped back, 
breasts jouncing. 

“Tina’s up in his room, Mabel said.” 

“Lonta sleep with him last night?” 

Muriel’s eyes went blank. “I’m sure I don’t know.” 
The only time two women banded forces was against 
their common enemy, a mein. “But how about you 
and me, Mark?” 

“When?” 

“Right now, of course.” 

“Okay with me, if you lend me the hundred.” 

Again, blank feminine eyes. Muriel moved away 
without a word and Mark, grinning, climbed the 
stairs. Uncle Zachary’s door was locked. Mark 
knocked. 
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“Who’s there?” Uncle Zachary called roughly. 

Mark told him. The door was unlocked and Tina, 
wearing only nature's clothes, opened it. Mark tried 
to keep his eyes on his uncle. It was difficult. Tina 
sat on the chair beside the bed, legs crossed. 

Again, doubt hit Mark. Tina was not sleeping 
with this old billygoat for free. She was getting paid 
by Uncle Zachary, and paid well. Tina’s kind had 
but one banner: the dollar sign. 

“What do you want?” Uncle Zachary demanded. 

Anger rose in Mark. “Came in to see how you are. 
When will you get on your feet?” 

“Doc says not for a month.” 

Mark nodded, remembering his talk with the vet¬ 
erinarian. Uncle Zachary was a big liar. But that 
was nothing new around here. 

“Why aren’t you working on the paper?” 

Mark’s anger broke through. “Damn it, I’m not 
your slave, you old goat” 

Instantly Uncle Zachary softened. “You’ve 
changed," he said. “When you left for the army, you 
weren’t so hard-boiled.” 

Tina discreetly said nothing, her usual placid 
smile on her lips, hands clasped on her bare lap. 

Suddenly Mark said, “You running whiskey stills 
around here, Unc?" 

Uncle Zachary stared at him, lips trembling. “Of 
course not. I’m a law-abiding, decent, clean citizen 
—a taxpayer. Where did such a nutty question come 
from, anyway?” 

Mark glanced at Tina. 

Her lips were a little too tight. Her eyes were 
lowered, apparently interested only in her hands. 

“Night before last one of Hawkins’ stills got blown 
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up,” Mark said. “Thought maybe you’d sent men out 
to dynamite it, that’s all.” 

“Why, you—" Uncle Zachary sat up— “I ought to 
climb out of here and beat you out of shape just for 
hinting such a thing—oh, God, my foot.” 

The old man writhed in pain. Tina ran to his side, 
glaring at Mark. 

“Get out of here," she spat. “You’re always an¬ 
tagonizing your poor uncle.” 

“He’s a bum actor.” Mark left. 

Boiling inside, he considered the situation as he 
slowly descended the stairs, the deep runner muf¬ 
fling his footsteps. He should, by aU rights, blow this 
stinking, dust-laden burg. Let Uncle Zachary fight 
whatever battle he was fighting alone. 

Mark owed his uncle nothing. Of course, blood was 
blood and—then Mark remembered. 

Hawkins had bucked Mark at every turn. He had 
been slugged twice and knocked cold—Hawkins’ 
orders, each time. Of course, Mark had no direct 
proof... 

He owed Hawkins something. 

He also owes Uncle Zachary something. 

How would Mark pay both back? 

Muriel’s soft voice cut into his thoughts. “Ready 
for that tussle in the hay now, Mark?” 

“Only if you lend me the hundred.” 

Muriel stuck out her tongue. “No soap." 

Mark went outside. 


By coincidence Mazie Lewis stepped out of the 
post office just as Mark walked by. She had a letter 
in her hand. 

“From Mama,” Mazie said happily. 
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“That’s nice.” 

A madam writing to her madam daughter, Mark 
thought. He took Mazie by the elbow. Her thigh 
touched his. It was rounded, soft, feminine, full. 
Mark's throat tightened* 

Mazie looked girlishly delicious in a white blouse 
with a high neckline, her hips covered by a tight 
blue skirt. She smiled up at him, blue eyes flashing. 

ou ve shaved, your slacks are creased, your 
shoes polished. You look a little tired, though, dar- 

ling* 


Mark felt good. He felt as though he belonged. 
But, why did Mazie have to be a madam? 

Lonta dusted by in the jeep, saw them, nodded, 
then roared on, adding more dust to the already 
choked atmosphere. 

“She’s jealous,” Mazie said. 

Mark laughed. “Of me?” 

“ Yes, of you," 

“There's nothing at all between us/ f 

Blue eyes searched his tanned, rugged face* '*1 

believe you, Mark, Does she still give you that love 
leap?” 


“Not for a couple of days," 

Suddenly Mazie said, "Let's get out of this ugly 
town, Mark. Both of us—together_” 

Mark suddenly thought of a house of ill-fame 
Mazie the madam, himself the head pimp. The vi¬ 
sion was not enticing. 

Something was screwy here. Haywire. This fe¬ 
male did not act like a madam. 

But how should a madam act? 

Frankly, Mark did not know. 

“Mark, you're daydreaming.” 

“I can’t leave town right now,” he said. 
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“Why not?” 

“First, Uncle Zachary.” 

Mazie wisely said nothing. 

“Then, Lin Hawkins,” Mark continued. “And his 
goons. They’ve beat the hell out of me, knocked me 
cold, threatened me. Sure, I could run. But I 
wouldn’t feel right inside." 

“Revenge is useless, Mark,” Mazie said, but there 
was little conviction in her tone. 

“Maybe so, but a man has to live with himself, 
you know." 

“What’s between your uncle and Hawkins? Sure¬ 
ly it’s more than that silly newspaper," 

Mark had formed his own ideas by now. That fel¬ 
low toting empty whiskey bottles into Tina’s, for 
one thing. An illicit distilling outfit needed lots of 
bottles. The feds would be watching large sales of 
bottles, he felt sure—that is, if any federal men 
were scouting this illegal booze business around 
High Pine City, 

And undoubtedly Uncle Sam’s boys were doing 
just that. Prior to the construction of High Pine 
Dam the moonshining in this district had been on a 
small scale, but since the workmen and dam crews 
had come in,., 

Without warning, twenty thousand workingmen 
had been thrown into this wilderness area with all 
their appetites and desires. Unless Mark was com¬ 
pletely wrong, moonshiners had hurriedly built new 
stills to fill the sudden great demand for booze. 

And Uncle Zachary was an opportunist, never 
missing a chance to gamer an extra buck, legally 
or illegally. 

"What do you know?” He shot the question un¬ 
expectedly at Mazie. 
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“About what?" 

“Forget it," Mark growled. 

Mazie looked at her wrist "Have to be on shift 
in ten minutes. See you.” 

“Uh-huh." 

She crossed the street, her fluid hips swiveling 
enticingly, making more than one pair of male eyes 
watch her hungrily. The door of the High Fine Sa¬ 
loon swallowed her. 

Mark grinned. 

So Mazie wanted him to hightail out with her? 
That was an appealing proposition. Evidently she 
wanted to shack up with him. That also held much 
appeal. 

Virgin, hell... 

Mark dropped into another bar for a drink. His 
wallet now packed more dough than when he had 
trekked into town. He had collected four hundred 
bucks worth of ads. He was that much ahead. 

“Whiskey, double, water chaser,” he ordered. 

The joint was packed. It had no bar stools. You 
had to stand and drink or walk over to one of the 
tables. Just now all of the tables were occupied by 
prosties and suckers. 

The prosties were a motley crew. Some bony, 
big; others curvy and tiny. Some completely dressed; 
others unclad. 

The jukebox moaned a hillbilly lament. A drunk 
and his girl tried to dance, staggered a few steps, 
then lurched and fell. 

The bartender approached. 

“Who made this batch of rotgut?" Mark asked. 

The beefy barkeep studied him, tiny eyes hidden 
behind rolls. He named a famous Kentucky dis¬ 
tillery. Mark smiled sourly. 
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“Here’s the bottle, buster,” the barkeep said. “If 
you don’t believe me.. 

A hairy hand slid out a fifth. Then the bartender 
moved away. Mark turned the bottle slowly in his 
fingers, scrutinizing the label. It looked authentic. 
So did the seal, although broken. 

The man standing beside Mark murmured, 
“Brother, walk light. Federal men’s lives ain’t worth 
a dime here.” 

“I’m no government boy." 

“That bartender had his back up.” 

“Just joking him,” Mark assured. 

“That was no joke, buster—not in this neck of 
the timber. Seen you around, ain’t I?” 

“I’m running the High Pines Weekly, now that 
my uncle got laid up." 

“Now I remember. You knocked a guy out cold 
with a woman’s stocking. What was in that nylon?" 

“Soap.” 

The man's eyes showed disbelief. Mark put four 
bits on the bar and left, heading for the new print- 
shop. 

He had work to do. 
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DAYS PASSED swiftly. 

Mark kept his eyes and ears open and his mouth 
shut 

Lonta suddenly changed, 

Lonta became more sociable, went out of her way 
to help Mark compose ads. She was no idiot. 

Lonta had brains, and she was using those brains. 
She wanted the print shop from Uncle Zachary, 
and she worked the old man for everything he had. 
But Mark was sure that Lonta wanted more than a 
bunch of type, some old printing equipment and 
the Weekly’s circulation and income, 

Mark knew Lonta’s type. She would play nice to 
him, lead him on, smile, encourage him, but her 
heart was where the money was, and Mark had little 
of that. Uncle Zach was the one with the loot. 

Mark ran a proof of a stick of type. Lonta came 
close, studying the column, watching Mark edit, her 
thigh pressing his, her breath warm and close. 

“You’re only wasting your time," Mark muttered. 

“What do you mean?” 
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“You can’t seduce me, sister. I’m unseducable, to 
coin a word.” 

Lonta pouted. “You used to make passes at me.” 

“That was before I discovered you were Uncle 
Zach’s woman.” 

Anger flashed. “I’m not your uncle’s woman. 
What makes you think that?” 

“Forget it.” 

Mark moved to a table to continue proofreading. 
Lonta followed, standing beside him. 

“I want an answer, Mark." 

Mark put an arm around her soft hips, pulled her 
close, nuzzling against her curvaceous thigh. He had 
expected her to respond, but Lonta was cold and 
unresponsive. 

“You sleep with my unde, and you know it,” he 
said. “And I know it.” 

“So help me God, Mark—I don’t,” 

Mark gently pushed her away. “Okay, you don’t 
Meanwhile, I got work to do.” 

“I don’t like your attitude.” 

Lonta stalked out, climbed into the jeep and 
gunned it away, kicking dust into the printshop. 

Boozer coughed. “That damned female.” Boozer 
raised his whiskey bottle and drank. 

“Want a snort?” Boozer gurgled. 

“Too early in the day.” 

“It’s four o’clock.” 

“Never drink while working.” Mark grinned. 

Boozer set down his bottle. “Well, you sure make 
up for it on your time off. Seen you in a saloon 
every night since you come here.” 

Mark said nothing... 

Boozer was right Mark had made the saloons 
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every night, looking around, saying little, hearing 
a lot. 

He had even gone again into the High Pine. 

Lin Hawkins had glowered at him, but had made 
no effort to heave him out, although always within 
calling distance had been Tall Guy and Shorty. Mark 
had known Hawkins was angry. Word had spread 
that Hawkins had ordered Mark to stay out of his 
saloon. And Mark had not stayed out. 

"Made the little blonde yet?" Mark had jerked a 
thumb toward Mazie sitting at her table. 

“X should can her,” Hawkins had mumbled. 

Mark had grinned. "Then you haven’t crawled into 
her bed yet, huh?” He had felt elated. 

Mazie was proving to be a riddle. 

Deliberately, she had refused Mark when he had 
tried to date her. She had laid it on the line. 

“When I go out with you, Mark, Hawkins gets 
jealous. He thinks you’re making time with me. The 
more I go with you, the more Hawkins will hate you." 

"That’s my lookout, isn’t it?” 

"Mine, too,” she had said. 

“Why yours?” 

"You big goof. Are you blind, deaf and dumb? 
Mark, can’t you see I love you?” 

Mark had studied Mazie, his blood boiling. Her 
blue eyes had been clear, honest He had believed 
her, 

"You don’t act like it,” he had said. 

“What do you mean?” 

"Forget it.” Mark had walked out... 

That had been three nights ago. Since then, for 
some reason, Mark had not again entered Hawkin’s 
saloon. He had been mulling over Mazie’s avowal of 
love, finding a soft sweetness in it 
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He thought of forcing the issue, making a pass 
—compromising Mazie, if possible. But, strangely, 
something held him back. 

She was such a damned sweet kid. - 

Also, he knew that she would give in to him only 
of her own accord, when and if she desired... 

Mark corrected the word “occurred.” Boozer ap¬ 
parently did not follow copy, for Mark had spelled 
the word correctly in the story he had -written, the 
proof of which he was now correcting, 

Mark wondered what kind of a ispedier Marie was. 
Every time he had seen her in the saloon recently, 
she had been writing in a looseleaf notebook. 

Probably keeping books for her boss, Hawkins. 

Mazie still puzzled him. For an uneducated madam, 
she spoke excellent English .., 

Mark's musing was rudely shattered by a husky 
male voice from the doorway. “Where’s the boss?” 

The voice belonged to a stocky hillbilly, round 
red face surrounded by red whiskers. 

“I'm the boss,” Mark said. "What will it be?” 

“I mean Zachary Redding.” 

"He’s still in bed. At Tina’s place,” Mark nodded 
toward the big house. 

“Okay." Redbeard wheeled, and walked out 

Mark frowned. 

The last few days a number of hillbiliys had ar¬ 
rived with sacks of empty whiskey bottles, one push¬ 
ing a wheelbarrow full. To date the boys had all 
talked to Lonta. Redbeard had talked to Mark only 
because Lonta was out. And this one was the first 
who had asked for Uncle Zachary. 

Mark went to the door. 

Redbeard was not in sight. Undoubtedly he had 
entered Tina’s back door. Mark went back to his 
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proofs, finished them. Then he jumped up as a sud¬ 
den hunch hit him. He walked around the corner of 
Tina’s house. From here he could see the driveway 
in front and the dusty country road beyond. 

As usual the U-drive was packed with customers' 
cars. A battered truck was parked on the county 
road. Evidently it belonged to Redbeard. He walked 
to it. 

A tarpaulin completely covered the high wooden 
box. Mark peered through a crack in the tailgate. 
He saw filled tote sacks inside, their bumps telling 
him they were filled with bottles. 

He added points. 

Redbeard had asked for Uncle Zachary. And here 
was the hillbilly’s truck, filled with bottles. 

Mark walked back toward the printshop. He 
stopped and hid behind the corner of Tina’s redlight 
house. He did not have to wait long. Soon the red- 
bearded truckdriver came out the front door, wiping 
his mouth with the back of a hairy hand. Evidently 
he had downed a quickie at Tina’s bar. He climbed 
into the truck, gunned the motor, and roared off, 
dust clouds boiling up behind. 

Mark wished Lonta had not taken the jeep. He 
would have trailed that truck, found out what Red¬ 
beard was up to. And Uncle Zach. 

He walked slowly back to work. 

Anger rose in him, most of it directed toward his 
uncle. Zachary Redding had not been aboveboard. 
The old man was still holding back information. 

This truckload of whiskey bottles could be headed 
for only one destination—a whiskey still back in 
the hills. Uncle Zachary's still? 

Mark wished he knew where the still was located. 
He would blow it up himself. 
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But why had not Uncle Zachary told him every¬ 
thing? About the illicit whiskey-making—every¬ 
thing? 

The answer to that was simple. 

Evidently the old newspaperman had too many 
irons in the fire to handle all by his lonesome, and 
therefore had sent for his nephew, _ intending for 
Mark to nan his newspaper only, nothing more. 

But Lin Hawkins and his hoods, of course, had 
not known this. They had figured that Mark had 
come to High Pine City to handle the whole setup 
—whiskey, newspaper, and anything else Uncle Zach 

had going. J , , . 

And therefore Hawkins, Tall Guy, and Shorty had 
jumped Mark the first time he showed his face in 
town. 

Mark gingerly felt his head. 

It still packed a big welt. _ . 

He would get even with Hawkins and his pair of 
goons. Yes, and with his uncle, too. 

Then he would light out of High Pines City. 

But how would he do it? How would he get even 
with them all? 


Two nights later Mark had his chance. Another 
truck arrived at Tina’s. When it pulled out with its 
load of bottles, Mark was hanging on to the tail¬ 
gate. . 

The truck whipsawed roughly up the mountain 
trail, barreling east into the high brush and pine. 
Once the vehicle turned off the road, when it met 
another truck headed toward High Pine City. 

Both trucks stopped. Mark was already hiding in 
the brush. Both drivers and their helpers got out and 
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Stood talking in low tones. Mark could not hear 
hat was said. But he could see that the truck 
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, l° ne mded ,0r the hi S h country. 

The track went about another mile, Mark taking 

tack XSt do™ feet b,aced ' “ en 1116 
Mark topped to the road, dived Into the brush 
a taCr h f tn ' C i‘ Stopped ' and a ” a ". evidently 

on te 't a iT™ a ad™^ merBed *- 

‘‘Bottles,” the driver said to the lookout 

and^Pistof?-* ra ’” ^ l0 ° k0Ut Said ' '‘ You meet Red 
;;Down the road a piece. They was loaded." 

“HowTthe old'nStr’ 011 '''' ““ 

“Still in his bunk with Tina.” 

The lookout chuckled. “Long as Zach’s emt ih a 

H 0t the time * 1 &uess that other broad 
is mckin him deep, too?” 

"Lonta James?” 

TinT^'r^ ° ne ’ 064 me in the b unk with either 
na or Lonta and I'd melt and become a grease 
spot on the sheet." giease 

any G d!y. *** bl ° nde at Hawkins ’ joint, 
Mark felt anger rise, 

“Hell, Mazie won’t put out," the lookout said. “I 
guess a dozen of the boys have tried her ” 

Mark’s anger changed to a grin. 

The track moved on—without him. 
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Mark hunkered, hidden in brush, watching the 
lookout. The man carried a long-barreled weapon, 
either a shotgun or rifle. He moved off the road, 
squatted at the base of a big pine. 

The night was dark. 

Cautiously, hardly breathing, Mark moved back 
into the timber—then suddenly sprawled over an 
exposed tree root as big as a man's arm. 

Hurriedly he crouched, listening. 

The lookout had risen to his feet, Mark could hear 
him shuffling around in the brush, twigs cracking 
under heavy boots. Mark jerked off his shoes and 
moved south. 

In five minutes he crouched, hidden, beside a clear¬ 
ing, the rim of a moon casting a weak glow over 
pines and brush. 

Ahead was a long building made of galvanized 
iron. A pile of com was stacked against one wall, 
The truck was now parked by one of the end doors. 

Men were unloading the bottles, passing sacks 
from hand to hand. They worked with quick pre¬ 
cision, the chore evidently not new to them. Mark 
watched from his hiding place in the brush. 

Now another man hurried down the road and ran 
up to the truck. Mark judged him to be the look¬ 
out. 

“You both come out here with the truck?” the 
lookout asked, addressing the truckdriver and as¬ 
sistant. 

“Certainly we did," the driver said. “What bugs 
you, anyway?” 

Mark clearly heard the conversation. 

“After you boys drove through I heard something 
back in the brush, sounded like a man falling.” 

The men froze momentarily, then relaxed when 
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one said, “Maybe a deer. They’re ruttin’ this time 
of the year.” 

“I searched,” the lookout said, "but found noth¬ 
ing.” 

‘‘Too much ears,” another man said. 

‘‘I dunno, men. Hawkins ain't sittin’ so quiet since 
we blowed up his Spring Crick still.” 

“Forget it, man." 

Mark had seen enough. He decided to hike cross¬ 
country back to High Pine City—about five miles. 

It was a long walk. Twice he dived off the road 
into the brush. Once was to let the empty bottle 
truck pass on its return to town. The second time he 
watched another truck rumble by, this one bound 
for Uncle Zachary’s still. 

No wonder Hawkins was out to nail my hide to the 
fence, Mark thought. Hawkins figured Mark had 
been leading Zachary’s gang when they had blown up 
Hawkins’ still. 

Icy chill hit Mark. 

His life was in danger. 

A wild rosebush snapped back, dragging talons 
across his face. Mark reached up and felt blood. 

Heavy dew hung to the brush. Mark was wet, 
dirty, and tired by the time he reached the tempo¬ 
rary newspaper office behind Tina’s house. 

He unrolled the mattress and lay down, one sheet 
under him, one over—both saturated with sweat and 
high humidity. 

Mark was just about asleep when somebody ham¬ 
mered on the door . 

“Who’s there?” 

“Lonta. Where have you been, Mark?” 

“Boozing.” 

“Here in town?” 
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Mark paused. Then, “Certainly. Working the sa¬ 
loons. Why ask?” 

“I’ve been looking for you.” 

“Why?” 

“Wanted you to take me with you, I looked in 
every saloon but never found you.” 

Mark scowled. Something new. “When you looked 
in I was probably in the sack with one of the girls.” 

“Oh. Can I come in?” 

“On one condition, and one only. You sleep the 
rest of the night with me.” 

“Go to hell,” she yelled. 

Lonta’s footsteps receded. Mark smiled, reached 
for a smoke, lit if, puffed, and thought. 

So Uncle Zachary was distilling moonshine. That 
meant his uncle had an outlet for the illegal booze. 
Booze was sold in saloons. That could mean, in turn, 
that Uncle Zachary owned some local ginmills. Or 
did he merely sell the booze to the saloonkeepers? 

Which? 
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NEXT AFTERNOON Mark dropped into the High 
Pine Saloon and went to Mazie’s desk. She smiled 
and closed her notebook as he approached. 

“What gives?” he asked. 

“Gives?” 

“That looseleaf binder,” Mark said. “Had one 
like that in college. What are you scribbling in it?” 

“Just notes.” 

Mark scowled. “Notes about what?” 

“Whatever hits my mind." 

A gangling construction worker and a brunette 
ambled up, the youth rather redfaced—evidently 
this was his first time. The prostie made the deal, 
the kid paying. 

Mazie’s register banged and the couple disap¬ 
peared behind the door. 

“You forgot to give them the toilet paper,” Mark 
said. 

“You know you’re right.” 

“I'll take it back to her,” he said. 

Mazie laid a hand on his arm. “You stay out of 


134 






MAZIE 


that crib section. Only men with girls allowed back 
there. If Minnie wants the tissue, she’ll ankle back 
after it.” 

“Okay, boss.” 

Mark looked around. As usual the joint was jump¬ 
ing, jukebox whamming hillbilly jive. Neither Haw¬ 
kins, Tall Guy, nor Shorty were behind the bar, 
three other bartenders taking their places. 

“Where’s the Unholy Three?” Mark asked. 

“I don’t know. I only work here.” 

“Probably out in the brush running off some 
moonshine. You know, my unde is a moonshiner, 
too. He’s got a big still running up in the hills. I 
saw it last night.” 

Mark could see no danger in telling Mazie. Uncle 
Zachary’s moonshining activities were probably 
widely known in this dusty burg. Mark had probably 
been the last citizen in High Pine City to find out 

My loving uncle, he thought bitterly. 

“Didn’t you know about your uncle’s stills be¬ 
fore?” Mazie asked. 

“Stills?” So it’s plural?” 

“From what I hear he rims more than one.” Mazie 
colored slightly, started doodling. “But I’m talking 
out of turn. No more from my big mouth." 

Mark growled, “What are you doing in this town, 
Mazie? How do you fit in the picture?” 

She studied him calmly. “I don’t understand, 
Mark.” 

“You’re no prostie. No madam, either. This 
whole setup rings false to me." 

Mazie shrugged after a moment’s silence. "Think 
what you please, Mark. Have you thought over 
what I suggested when we were coming back from 
the movies the other night?” 
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“About you and me p ullin g out?” 

“Yes.” 

Mark said, “I’d make a hell of a pimp, Mazie.” 

He had expected anger. Instead, he got a silvery 
laugh. Suddenly Mazie's sweet face sobered. “I’d 
think you would be anxious to leave—seeing how 
your uncle tricked you.” 

“I’ve got a score to pay,” Mark said. He added, 
“Several of them, in fact” 

Mazie’s blue eyes studied him, her face still very 
sober. “I’m afraid—for you, Mark, Now that I’ve 
finally found you, I don’t want you killed." 

Mark stared. 

This chick was serious. 

Softness hit him, clogging his throat. He touched 
her tiny hand. “I might need your help,” he mur¬ 
mured. 

“I’ll be there, darling.” 

Mark left, wondering. 

Just then Lin Hawkins, Tall Guy and Shorty 
came out of Hawkins’ office. Hawkins stopped, eyes 
hard on Mark. Behind him, his henchmen also 
halted. 

Mark raised a hand to Hawkins in ironic greet¬ 
ing. 

Hawkins snarled something, but Mark could not 
make out what it was. Hawkins’ eyes told the story. 

They were snake’s eyes. 

Flat, reptilian, ugly. 

Mark’s blood chilled. This mess was coming to an 
ugly head. Hell would snap its hinges any time now. 
And there was no comfort in that grisly thought. 

For Mark Redding was caught in the middle. 

Next day Mark caught the morning bus to the 
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county seat. He visited just two places: first, the 
county courthouse; second, a saloon. 

He bought but one drink—whiskey double, water 
chaser. He sat at the bar, face wooden. 

He decided that his Uncle Zachary was the dirtiest 
doublecrosser who ever lived. 

Mark returned to High Pine City on the late after¬ 
noon bus. Again the rickety bus was crowded, aisles 
dogged—only this time all of the riders, except one 
housewife, were men. 

Evidently no new prosties were arriving in High 
Pine City. At least, not this trip. 

Mark remembered the first time he had ridden 
this bus, with Mazie. He remembered admiring her 
daintly loveliness, her blond hair, her graceful, full 
figure. 

His heart beat faster. 

Mazie loved him. She had told Mark that. He 
loved Mazie. She fitted him as though he had known 
her for years. Then an ugly doubt arose. 

Mazie worked for Lin Hawkins. 

Mazie might be working Mark, the way Lonta was 
trying to do. Pump him for imformation, feed it 
back to Lin Hawkins. 

Mark’s throat became dry. 

Lonta was waiting at the bus stop. 

“You been out for a ride?” she asked. “I missed 
you in the shop.” 

“Went to the county seat to get a shot of good 
booze. This rotgut moonshine they sell around here 
is eating holes in my stomach.” 

Lonta laughed gaily. “I know all those bars. They 
serve only moonshine there, too.” 

“Tasted better.” 
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She linked her arm in his. Mark wondered why 
she had met him at the bus depot. Spying on him 
for Uncle Zachary? 

The printshop had no running water, so Mark put 
on his trunks and bathed in the river behind the 
shop. Then he shaved, rubbed a mg over his shoes, 
and went to the High Pine Saloon. 

Lin Hawkins was not behind the bar. Neither 
were Tall Guy nor Shorty. 

Mazie was busy checking in a hustler and her 
male companion, so Mark ordered a shot of booze 
and waited. 

Finally Mazie was not busy. 

Mark ambled over. Mazie’s notebook lay closed be¬ 
side her. Her eyes smiled, her lips smiled—her eyes 
and lips told Mark nice things, 

Mark said quietly, “I went down to the county 
seat today, I checked in the tax assessor’s office. 
Uncle Zachary owns eight saloons right here in 
High Pine City.” 

Mazie nodded, unsurprised. 

“The old bastard has me on the spot,” Mark said. 
“He put me there deliberately. Apparently it makes 
no difference to him whether or not his nephew is 
killed." 

Mazie’s eyes showed fear. 

Mark watched her, loving her. 

Mazie said, “All the more reason we should leave, 
Mark, Right now. Mark, listen to me—” 

But Mark’s eyes were dead. “I have my doubts 
about you, Mazie. I’ll lay my cards face up.” 

“I can see why you have doubts, Mark.” 

“I don’t know whether you are milking me for 
information or not I’ve met so much doublecrossing 
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and deceit here, I can’t trust anybody in this town.” 

“I understand that, too. But where do you think 
I stand?" 

"For me, not against me. And I pray to God I’m 
right." 

"You are." 

Mark believed her. 

"I think Hawkins will make his move soon,” Mark 
said. "I'd judge he’s still smarting under that Spring 
Creek raid. Do you have any way of letting me 
know?" 

"Only by watching Hawkins and his toughs.” 

Mark glanced toward Hawkins’ office. Two burly 
men were going toward the door. They knocked and 
it opened. They went inside. 

Mark shrugged. 

Mazie said. “Where can I find you?” 

"Either here or in the printshop.” 

"I’ll watch, darling.” Her eyes clouded. "But what 
about you? Are you still fighting for your uncle?” 

Mark laughed. “You think I’m crazy?” 


Next day Mark kept an eye on Tina's back door. 
Rough-looking men came and went, and that after¬ 
noon Mark dropped in on the veterinarian, asking 
about Uncle Zachary's game foot 

"His foot is completely healed, Mark.” 

"Then he can walk on it?” 

"Anytime, It’s as good as new.” 

"Then why does he persist in staying in bed?” 

The vet snorted. “Who wouldn’t with Tina around 
handy, or that James female?” 

Mark grinned. 
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Three days dragged by, while a fierce determina¬ 
tion grew in Mark, giving him little rest. Toughs still 
entered Tina’s. Mark knew they were not customers, 
for Tina ran a white-collar house—-her clients were 
engineers, contractors, men of money. 

This new development meant just one thing to 
Mark. 

These hillbilly toughs were consulting with Uncle 
Zachary. Even from bed, the old man kept a pulse 
on the illicit whiskey business. 

Each evening Mark had a few weirds with Mazie. 
Either he loafed around her desk or she said a word 
in passing as he sat at the bar. Lin Hawkins seemed 
to ignore him. So did Tall Guy and Shorty. This 
did not break Mark Redding’s heart. 

Despite the terrible working conditions, Mark 
rolled out the Weekly on the date scheduled. Boozer 
ran the press, Mark and Lonta inserted center sec¬ 
tions, Lenta laughing and joking, her thigh rubbing 
Mark’s whenever possible. 

Mark smiled to himself. 

Evidently his uncle figured that Mark was ready 
to abandon the ship, and wise old Zachary had sent 
Lonta to work on Mark to keep him in High Pine 
City. 

Lonta sighed, spread inky hands. “One of these 
nights, darling, I am going to sleep with you.” 

Mark looked down at her full breasts. They arched, 
womanly, inviting. Her hips were arched, too— 
seductive, enticing. 

“Can’t come too soon for me,” Mark said. 

Mark put both arms around her waist, pulling 
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her close. She stood on tiptoe, breasts pushing, 
spewing fire through Mark’s arteries. 

Her hips worked. 

Sweat popped out on Mark’s back, gluing his 
shirt. They broke only when Boozer’s whiskey voice 
said, "You can’t do it standing up, people. But 
there’s Mark’s bunk over there. Don’t think you can 
embarrass me.” 

Lonta broke. Reproachfully, "Boozer, darling ...” 

Mark continued filling in inserts, his fingers un¬ 
steady. He had a sudden hope: maybe he could crack 
this ripe Lonta melon before leaving town. 

Then a vision of blond, petite, loving Mazie rose 
in his mind, choking his throat 

He hat! Mazie. 

Sooner or later, she would come around. And 
Mazie was worth waiting for.,. 


Saturday night the High Pine and the other dives 
were jammed with customers. Mark made the 
rounds, talking briefly with Mazie—she knew noth¬ 
ing. 

He had come home, unrolled his mattress, laid out 
his sheets, and lay naked in the humid heat, sweat¬ 
ing like a dog, when somebody tapped on the door. 

“Who is it?" 

"Mazie, darling.” 

Urgency and fear rode her voice. 

Hurriedly Mark pulled on pants. 

Her voice now was very cairn. "Lin Hawkins raids 
your uncle’s Flat Willow still tonight.” 

“Are you sure?” 

"Yes, one of the girls told me. One of her cus- 


141 



MAZIE 

torners—a Hawkins tough—was drunk in her bed 
He talked.” 

“He mention the time?” 

“Midnight.” 

Mark glanced at his watch. Moonlight showed 
twenty to ten. He had many thoughts: all day long 
tough-looking hillbillies had trooped in and out of 
Tina’s. Evidently Uncle Zachary had also been 
tipped off about the raid. His men would be estab¬ 
lished in positions out at the still. 

Or would they? 

One thing was certain: Uncle Zachary would be 
there. Mark would see to that, if it were the last 
thing he did on earth. 

“What are you going to do, Mark?” Mazie asked 
anxiously. 

“I have plans, darling. Now you run back to work 
and—” 

“Mark, I can’t talk you out of it?” 

“No.” 

She stood on tiptoe, kissed him. “You watch your¬ 
self. You come back to me. Promise that?” 

“I promise.” 

Mazie turned quickly, melting into the moonlight 
Mark dressed, picked up the nylon sock with the soap 
in it whirled it savagely. He wondered where Mazie 
had gone. 

Back to Hawkins’ joint, probably. 

But Mazie had not gone back to the saloon. She 
had ducked into a phone booth on High Pine City’s 
main street. Hurriedly she dialed a number in the 
county seat, A man’s sleepy voice answered. 

She spilled out the story of the impending raid. 
Sleep left the man’s voice. When she had finished, he 
said, “We’ll be there, Miss Lewis.” 
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Mazie hung up. She stood in the stuffy booth, the 
humid air pressing, a sodden weight on her shoul¬ 
ders. 

She leaned against the telephone. 

She wept silently, small shoulders shaking. 
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MARK SILENTLY tested Uncle Zachary’s door. It 
was locked as usual, Using commando tactics, Mark 
stepped back three paces, grinned, and sailed into 
the door, his shoulder smashing it wide open. 

He lurched into the room. 

Moonlight spilled through the windows. Moon¬ 
light glittered on golden red hair. Moonlight shim¬ 
mered from coal-black hair. 

Mark gasped. 

Both Tina and Lonta were in bed with Uncle 
Zachary, who now sat bolt upright, staring at Mark. 

“What the hell?’’ Uncle Zachary roared. 

Mark instantly sprang. 

He landed on the bed astraddle his uncle. A sweep 
of his right arm sent Lonta flying out of bed, land¬ 
ing on her bare rump, A whang of his left, and Tina 
flew out of bed, also naked. 

“Get out of here, you two bitches,” he snarled. 

Tina came at him, nails digging. Mark backhanded 
her savagely, and the redhead yelped, staggered 
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backwards, smashed into Lonta. Both females again 
hit the floor. 

"Get out,” Mark snapped. 

He started toward them, fists doubled. Both wom¬ 
en leaped to their feet and fled, 

Mark again turned to Uncle Zachary. 

He dragged the old man out of bed, spilling him on 
the floor. Uncle Zachary, face angry, rose to his 
feet and came toward Mark. 

Mark doubled both fists. 

"Come ahead,” he invited tonelessly. 

Uncle Zachary stopped, anger replaced by fear. 
"What do you want?” 

"Get your duds on." 

"But my game leg—” 

"Dress, or I’ll kill you.” 

Uncle Zachary started dressing. He hopped, one 
leg in his trousers. Mark pushed him, and his uncle 
fell, face-down on the thick rug. 

Mark jerked the mattress from the bed. 

The innerspring was covered with paper money. 
He hurriedly picked it up, noticing that the smallest 
was a twenty. He crammed the money into his 
pocket, judging he had at least four thousand bucks 
there. 

Suddenly Tina’s bouncer stood in the doorway. 

"What gives here, men?” he said. 

Mark swung his nylon sock, cakes of soap whis¬ 
tling. “Come in and find out,” he invited. 

The bouncer wet his lips, eyes on the whirling 
billy. He stepped forward a pace, then stopped, de¬ 
bated. Then he turned around and left. 

Uncle Zachary moaned as he rose from the floor. 

Mark allowed his uncle to put on shoes and pants. 
"Take your shotgun,” Mark said. 
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"Why?” 

“You might need it” 

“Where you taking me?” 

"Fiat Willow still," Mark informed him. 


Lin Hawkins' gang hit at exactly twelve. Mark 
was high in a pine tree, watching. 

He grinned. 

One moment there had been only the serenity of 
the night, moonlight shining on the galvanized build¬ 
ing that housed Uncle Zachary’s biggest still. 

The next moment the moonlit area was alive with 
dark forms that sprang out of the surrounding 
brush. 

Mark’s grin widened. 

He had forced Uncle Zachary, shotgun and all, 
info the jeep, raced it to Flat Willow, where he had 
deposited his uncle in the midst of the Zachary 
stiffs waiting in the galvanized building. 

On the way to the still Mark had whipped Uncle 
Zachary with words. His uncle had tried to buy him 
off. “Those Hawkins men will kill me,’’ the old map 
had whined. 

“Good riddance,” Mark had said. 

After heaving Uncle Zachary into the shed, Mark 
had given one last word of advice. “You try to sneak 
away from this still and I’ll be out in the brush to 
pounce on you and beat you unconscious,” 

“We’re the same flesh and blood, nephew." 

“We were,” Mark had corrected. 

Mark had climbed the pine, found a thick branch 
to sit on, and had waited, ears riveted back—but 
the Hawkins men had come so quietly he had not 
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been aware of them until they burst into the open, 
armed with clubs and blackjacks. 

Mark frowned. The thought came then that these 
hillbilly moonshiners fought with only brass knuck¬ 
les, clubs and billies. 

That was logical. 

Neither side wanted any killing. If a man were 
killed, the law would be forced to step in—and this 
Weis a personal feud, nothing more. 

Sitting on his high perch, Mark watched one of the 
best battles he had ever seen. 

Uncle Zachary’s men stormed from the building, 
war whoops ringing. Then two dark lines converged 
—and the battle was on. 

Mark watched the building’s big double doors. 

Three figures darted into the building, came out 
with a struggling, roaring man. Fists went to work. 
T'he'tnan roared again. Mark felt dull satisfaction, 
for. 'that booming voice could belong to only one 
, person. He would know Uncle Zachary’s bellow in 

n'"htilii: ,jr v 

Suddenly a bulldozer crashed out of the brush, 
heading for the building. 

Mark watched, breath tight. 

The bulldozer hit the building on a corner, sway¬ 
ing it. Mark heard the screech of metal on metal. 
The bulldozer backed up, swung around, smashed 
into another comer, then another—and the build¬ 
ing went down. 

The next time the bulldozer roared over the crum¬ 
pled sheet steel, and Mark heard the crash of coils 
falling, the howl of metal smashing. Within a few 
moments, the building would be ground flat under 
the bulldozer’s tracks. 

Mark had seen enough. 
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He shinnied down the pine, clothes ripping. Finally 
his feet landed on firm soil. He started toward the 
road, then stopped. 

From out of nowhere a string of cars rushed past, 
heading for the still. Dust rose in suffocating clouds, 
but stiU the cars roared by—the last one an ambu¬ 
lance. 

Mark rubbed his forehead, scowling. 

Unless he were wrong, those cars had borne em¬ 
blems on their doors, looking like government seals. 

The feds? 

They must be. But who had tipped them off? Well, 
Mark decided, it was none of his business now. He 
had the jeep hidden in high brush less than a mile 
away. He hurried down the road. 

He stopped when got there, and stared. 

The little jeep had company. Beside it was parked 
a long, new, glistening Cadillac. 

Mazie’s Cad. 

Mazie came running from the Cad, grabbing him, 
sobbing. “Are you hurt, darling?" she cried. 

Mark hugged her. “Never even got in the battle, 
but Hawkins’ boys sure worked Uncle Zachary 
over. Who called in Uncle Sam?” 

“I did.” 

“You did?” 

“I’ll tell you about it, later. Now get in my car— 
here are the keys—and get away from this awful 
place, Mark." 

Mark crawled into the Cad, He would leave the 
jeep here. It was Uncle Zachary’s, not his. 

“How did you find the jeep? I thought I had it 
hidden.” 

“I scouted around. I knew you would have it some¬ 
where close to the still.” 
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Mark backed up the Cad, hit the dusty road to 
High Pine City. 

“Now, talk,” he said. “Give me the whole story.” 

“I’m no madam, darling.” 

Mark’s heart jumped a foot, relief flooding him. 
He dropped one hand, caught her small one. 

“I’m a writer.” Mazie corrected herself. “No, an 
author—for an author is a writer who publishes her 
material.” 

Mark said nothing, throat still clogged. He thought 
of her ever-present notebook. 

“I needed material for a book I am writing,” she 
went on. “Books sell better, you know, with sex in 
them. So I wangled around, got this madam job— 
real-life background, darling.” 

Mark could only nod. 

Mazie laughed shakily. “And I sure got it in 
Hawkins’ dive. I counted the propositions I got. 
Four hundred and two to be exact, and twenty-three 
of them were from Hawkins himself.” 

"I'm glad,” Mark finally managed to say. 

“About me?” 

“Yes, and about us.” 

“I love you, Mark,” 

“I love you, Mazie.” 

They came to High Pine City. Trucks boiled down 
the street, dust rose in clouds, drunks whooped, 
saloons ran full blast. 

Mazie said, "I have nothing I can’t afford to leave 
behind.” 

“I’m the same,” Mark said, 

Mazie said, shyly, “They tell me a couple can get 
a marriage license any hour of the day in this county, 
and the justice of the peace will marry them as soon 
as they get a license.. 
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Mazie and Mark had just bean married, and were 
emerging from the office of the justice of the peace, 
when the feds roared into the county seat. The am¬ 
bulance went on to the hospital. The passenger cars 
stopped at the jail. 

Quickly officers hustled moonshiners from the 
cars, pushing them toward the lockup. 

Zachary Redding lurched from a car with his 
clothes ripped. He was half-naked as he stumbled 
into the jail. 

Sympathy ran through Mark, but logic told him 
that his uncle had got just what he had asked for. 

Mazie asked, “How about Marshal Williams.” 

“Some of these moonshiners will sing.” Mark 
took her elbow. “They’ll probably pick up Williams, 
too. Anyway, I hope so, I’d judge that all these boys 
—including Uncle Zachary—are due for a nice vaca¬ 
tion in the federal pen. But that isn’t our business. 
Mrs. Mark Redding," 

“Just what is our business?” 

Twenty minutes later, Mark and Mazie were bed¬ 
ded down in a hotel. Satisfied, breathing heavily, 
Mazie curled close to him, her soft breath warming 
his cheek. 

“Now you know for sure I was a virgin, don't 
you?” 

Mark nodded. 

He was at peace, in body and soul. 

He remembered things, lying in the dark. Unzip- 
pering Mazie’s dress, his fingers unsteady. Unhook¬ 
ing her bra, her girlish breasts surging outward 
in freedom. Slipping nylons from her sleek, girlish 
legs. 

Mark had been a gentle, careful lover, for he had 
believed Mazie—and the sudden burst of sweet pain, 
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sweeping her lovely body, convulsing her beauty, 
had told him she had been truthful. 

A question hit him. “Where did you get eight 
grand to buy that new Caddie?” 

Mazie laughed quietly. “My latest book. It sold 
to the movies. My first one didn’t. I’ve had two 
published. You know, we need a newspaper, Mark." 
"Yes, we do.” 

“You could publish it. I could help. We could buy 
it—anyway, make the down payment on what you 
got from under your uncle’s mattress. I say Uncle 
Zachary owes you that much.” 

“Won’t do him any good where he’s going, any¬ 
way. You’ve got a good idea, there. I run the sheet, 
you help when you can—and write your books.” 

Suddenly Mazie stirred, breasts rubbing him. 
“Right now I have a better idea,” she murmured. 
"So have I.” 

They came together in the comforting darkness— 
they mated, man and wife, lovers. Mazie was anx¬ 
ious, Mazie was ready, and Mark rose to the occasion, 

willingly. . 

At last, at long last, he thought joyfully, Mazie 

is mine. 


The End 
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ft probes the soul of an American girl turned 
bullfighter—who Is aroused to strange and 
searing emotions each time she faces death 
in the arena. Fearing that the cruel horns 
may destroy her, she courts every excess 
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B-553 WOMAN’S DOCTOR by Terry James 
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STRANGE SEDUCTION by Arthur Adlon 

When woman loves woman—does a man stand a chance? 
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Three women wanted him. hut lor 
Mark Redding it was... Make Mine MAZIE! 

Even when Marie was standing still, she was quiver¬ 
ing. Brawny Lin Hawkins dropped twenty of his forty 
years every time he looked at her. Mark, who had just 
returned to town, craved her, too. But at first she stood 
him off—so he fell under the spell of big, redheaded 
Tina, who had spent a lifetime learning the ways to 
make a man happy. 

None of this pleased Lonta James, who had given 
Mark a memorable welcome when he had arrived, put¬ 
ting all her youth and beauty in it. Nor did it cut any ice 
with Mazie, who had changed her mind about Mark. 
She set out to prove she was a better companion than 
Lonta—and even more talented than Tina at making 
a man happy. 

BEDS, BARS, BORDELLOS, A FIGHTING EDITOR, A CORRUPT 
TOWN AND-ABOVE ALL—MAZIE HERSELF—MAKE THIS A LUSTY 
NOVEL OF MEN ON THE PROWL AND WOMEN ON THE LOOSE... 











